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•t 

GENTLE AND EEFINED WOMANHOOD: 

THIS LTTCLB YOLUMB 

IS BBSPBCTTTTLLY DBDICATBD 

With the Grfttefol Emotioiifl of her Obliged Trieud, 

THE AUTHOB. 



PREFACE. 

To appear before the public as an Author, seems, 
in one so young, a bold undertaking ; yet in collect- 
ing her occasional verses into a more tangible shape 
than the newspaper columns, the writer has met with 
such encouragement from her literary patrons, as 
would seem to justify the step. She is not vain 
enough to fancy that these light eflfusions will out- 
live the many similar ones, which, like bubbles, have 
risen, and like bubbles died out from the literary 
wavelet ; she will be most grateful if in some quiet 
nook of the heart her rude wild flowers may be lain 
away to fade, leaving a faint fragrance to linger 
through the unworn volume of her friends' remem- 
brance, and in the halls of her readers' memory. 
She trusts the modest pretensions of her little volume 
may disarm the critic, and that the kind friends who 
have encouraged the embryo genius with " the hope 
to ripen into richer wine than mixed Falernian,"may, 
in her more matured productions, find her not alto- 
gether unworthy their commendation. But should 
this prove her first and last greeting, she cherishes 
the hope that some few sprigs of this simple bunch 
of FORGET-ME-NOTS, may awhile keep green in the 
vase of the heart — the memory of her who gathered 
them. 

Dew-Drop Dale, near Waihington, D. C. 
October, 1866. 



THE POET'S APOLOGY. 



" My weary heart, its music stilled, 

Is like some wild imprisoned bird 
That pines for sunshine and firesh air, 

For loTing look and gentle word.** Whma Wisf . 



Bid me not hush ! too earnest in my spirit - 

Wrestleth strong pinions vrith the pulse's play, 
Wild; fluttering wings that in their strength inherit 

Mournfully this fragile cage of clay. 
Yes, I must sing ! tho' in the forest hidden, 

Tho' only wren-like is my simple song ; 
The " small brown bird,'' its music all unbidden • 

Chirps its lone ditty to no listening throng ; 
It uttereth hymns because its nature willeth. 

Won by no dreams of plaudit or encore, 
And thus the poet her wild wood-notes trilleth. 

Unlearned in symphonies of Sontag lore. 
I know dear friends 'tis but in love ye're chiding. 

Ye fear too ceaseless are these frail chords prest. 
And fain would stay the worm within abiding 

Stealing the life-rose from the cheek and breast. 
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But let me sing, tho' my own requiem singer 

And chanting lays to the sad tune of Death, 
Softer the pressure of decay's rude finger. 

If midst soft numbers I pigh out my breath. 
Ah I while the warbler from the green earth's fading, 

Like a dim dew-drop from the floyery throng. 
Let her send out her shallop poesy laden. 

Her rill to mingle with the sea of song. 

Bear with my strains I bear with them yet a little ! 

Soon will this lute be flung for e'er aside, 
And life's dull music notes, and sotnbre title, 

Jade like a bubble from my memory's tide. 
Oh ! shall not then some nobler harp be given ? — 

My raptured spirit at the thought grows wild, 
What ? room for me amid the choir of Heaven ? 

Room, angel mother, for thy stricken child. 
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AMERICA TO ENGLAND. 



Respectftilly Inscribed to the Right Hon. Mr. Cbamptoit. 



We stretch our broad sails o'er the wide foaming 
ocean, 

Oh ! mother of Empire, whose feet, billows lave ; 
And greet thee with hearts that in scorn or devotion. 

Are firm as Gibraltar, and free as the wave. 
Those hearts in our rebel days, dreamed not of falter 

When rose thy battalions, majestic in might. 
With hands new-baptized before Libfert/s altar, . 

We fought for the love of our country and right. 
And now, as our banner, all azure and starry 

Spreads out its bright firmament free to the world. 
And standing a Hebe, in youth-time of glory. 

The scroll of her daring all proudly unfurled, 
Columbia anew feels her pulses a-glowing 

With the sun and the dew of their earlier morn, 
And in the rich vase, where her heart blooms are 
blowing. 

Thy memory a crystalized dew-drop is worn J 
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Nkj, mother ! thy child cannot ever forget theC; 

And Oh ! should a foeman's wrath ever betide^ 
Her arms shall be lifted in safety to set thee^ 

And battle for thee^ as the lover for bride ! 
In the fair land of Britain the cradle is swingings 

Where passed like a blossom our childhood away; 
And the breeze to our baby-lips lovingly clinging, 

Was bom from a flower that sprang from her clay ! 
And thy name is entwined with the fond recollection 

Of minds whose rich legacy, we too, may claim. 
And Oh I tis our highest and proudest reflection 

We share in the diamonds that crown thee for 
Fame. 
All hail to thy Statesmen ! their praise we inherit! 

We honor thy Patriots, so pure and serene, 
And uplift a fond prayer for the gentle young spirit 

Who forgets not the woman in reigning the Queen. 
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TO EMILY. 

Maiden with the peaceful forehead, 

Speaking words from art ne'er borrowed, 

Kindly beaming from each feature 

Love to God and every creature, 

I would sing thee some sweet idyl. 

Such as sung at loved one's bridal. 

But, alas! my harp wants tuning, 

Lispiration lies a-swooning. 

And the song comes "faintly flowing — 

Music leaves by sick winds blowing — 

Else I'd sing thy every merit, 

Bom each virtue to inherit ; 

Face lit up with inner beauty. 

Feelings all alive to duty; 

Mind serene, composed and steady. 

Ever for good actions ready, 

Step industrious, always patting. 

Gentle tongue so cheerly chatting, 

Fingers ever busy flying, 

As for wager th^ were trying, 
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Manners ne'er to coldness given, 
And a hearfc as true as heaven ! 
Gentle maid, Fm free to show it, 
You're worthy of a better poet, 
But no friend could e'er caress you. 
With a warmer, true " God Bless You." 
Gently judge the rhymes, in pity, 
Take dear girl, this simple ditty. 



LITTLE EVA'S DEATH. 

Fading, fading like a blossom. 

Spring doth early wear. 
And we felt, as gazing on her. 

She was " going there." 
At the solemn midnight chiming. 

When the world is dumb. 
Whispered voices thro' the silence, 

" Lo ! the bridegroom's come." 
Peace upon her brow sat smiling, 

As was e'er its wont, , 
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And, serenely, she was swimming 

Death's cold Hellespont. 
Bent the anguished Father o'er her, 

In his sorrow wild, 
Seemed like taking Heaven from him 

In his angel child ! 
Then the snow- clouds of her eyelids 

Parted for a space, 
And the violet orbs, so tender, 

Looked into his face. 
And the white arms, raised so fondly, 

Twined his neck once more, 
And there came those loving accents, 

Breathed so oft before. 
But the Gabriel, waiting for her. 

Beckoned up above. 
And her sudden glance was lifted 

To the land of love. 
Now her lip like rose leaf trembled. 

Kissed by zephyr's breath. 
As she caught the upper glory 

Saints have seen in death. 
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And the halo round her forehead 

Brighter and brighter grew, 
Till those rapture-glowing features 

Were too bright to view. 
Slowly, slowly as the sunset 

Fadeth, now that look, 
And the angel finger writeth 

"Finis" in life's book. 
Stamped upon the closing volume, 

Such a star of hope. 
That we felt the keys of Heaven 

Must its treasures ope. 
Oh I the door unto the kingdom 

Opened was so wide. 
That we joyed amid our weeping, 

Eva lived and died ! 
And we prayed when wasted groweth 

Our brief rill of time. 
Borne may be our care-tossed shallop 

To that better clime. 
Ah ! these smilings from the threshold 

Of the upper world, 
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Gleaming o'er us as a banner 

Of God's love unfurled. 
By the rainbow bridge that's spanning 

Death's dark^ foaming stream, 
And the ladder, holy Jacob 

Saw, within his dream ! 
Oh ! may trc, sublimely greeting 

Death's cold, grasping hand, 
Form with little angel Eva 

One in Heaven's band ! 



THE PATER PATRIJl. 

A band more brave than those who fought 

An Austerlitz to gain. 
Built up beneath these Western skies 

ToXiberty a fame. 
O'er steeps of Alpine roughness toiled 

Those sons of hardihood, 
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Whilst all their foe-beleagured way 

Their footsteps tracked with blood ; 
Seemed vain their valorous enterprise ; 
m Their pas'nate ardor spent, 
Seemed as no ray of iris hue 

With their sad fate-woof blent. 
More sullen grew the brow of night, 

And men of wound and scar, 
Saw from the Heaven of their breasts 

Fade out the last, pale star. 
A knell came up from dying hope 

O'er freedom's funeral pyre. 
And e'en the Muse, despairing last. 

Hung up her silent lyre. 
When lo ! a stately hand uprose, 

And swept the darkness back, 
Uncurtaining a flood of light 

Upon the patriot's track. 
The cowering eagle screamed its joy. 

Its pinions plumed anew, 
And proudly to the winds outwaved 

Our flag of star and blue. 
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And those who scorned that patriot band, 

Now held like hounds at bay, 
Soon, yielding to a mightier blade, 

Turned scampering from the fray. 
Whose matchless sword the barrier stood. 

And turned the tide of blood ? 
Whose falchion first to seek its sheath. 

When foes for mercy sued ? 
'T was thine — (transcending Trojan fame,) 

Columbia's freedom won, 
'T was thine, Oh, " first in war, in peace," 

Our peerless WASHINGTON ! 
And lives there in this sunny realm 

The man of pulse so cold. 
That feels no thrill of gratitude 

Whene'er that name is told ? 
No ! no ! we may be faulty, yet 

That heart hatli never been 
That hoards thee not, a sacred thing. 

Its deepest cell within ! 
Oh ! Father of our smiling land, 

Tho' now in Heaven afar. 
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Still dost thou guard our stainless flag 

Of azure and of star ! 
Ah ! yes, thy spirit lingers yet 

lu many a patriot breast. 
And whilst it walks our council halls, 

Our country must be blest ! 
Aneath Mount Vernon's weeping yews, 

A simple vault is lain, 
Where blue Potomac's wavelets sound 

A sadly sweet refrain. 
And here the wearied warrior sleeps, 

In nought of pomp or state, 
Tho' pilgrims from each foreign shore 

Pay homage to our Great. 
And, Oh ! whene'er the steps are bent 

To such high tombs as thine. 
We feel a pulse was never felt 

Beside a Delphian shrine. 
'Tis there the bosoms of the free 

Above all discord soar. 
Each heart-beat chants in unison 

The Union evermore ! 
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FLOWERS. 

Yes I there are angels e'en here below. 

Not "few nor far between/^ 
I have marked them oft in the simplest flower 

That hides 'neath its leafy screen. 
Missioned are they from the music land. 

Where the harp chords never fail, 
Nor are ever wrung with the discord sad 

Of the wounded spirits wail. 
And glorious, glorious their embassage. 

Bringing Heaven down to Earth, 
And scattering like dew, o'er the world-worn soul 

Bright hues of a rainbow birth. 
God smiles on them, and they smile on us. 

And the rays are thus transferred 
In fragments bright from the halo-crown 

That is circling round our Lord. 
And Oh ! ye are vased in my "heart of hearts" 

With many a fadeless thing. 
And your breath o'er my soul steals soothingly, 

As a fan of an angel's wing. 
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And are ye not angels ? ye fragrant blooms, 

With a ministry to bless, 
Piercing the darkness like starlight thro* 

And the midnight of distress ? 
In the fair, parterre of the rich ye spring. 

And alike 'neath the peasant's tread ; 
Ye bloom for the bride in the festal hall, 

And as bright for the mansioned dead. 
And I — thou art wove with the cheeriest 
thoughts 

Of my life's sun-shrouded hours ; — 
And I bless my God from my spirit depths 

For his beautiful gift of flowers. 
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PLAINTS AND PJIANS. 

Oh ! fen me Peace, with thy soft wings of light ! 

From my parched brow the big drops hotly start ; 
Oh ! let the dew of Heaven, ^mid this black night. 

Weep down into my heart. 

The moon behind the distant hills declines. 
And the bright stars are fading all and dying; 

One only orb with pallid lustre shines, 
And in the wind its death-dirge seems a-sighing. 

Fame ! fame ! for thee Fve sighed, but thou art fled ; 

Thy flaunting banners, tho' with glory starred, 
Are craped in mourning for the gifted dead. 

And muffled drums thy anthems oft have marred. 

How oft for thee, this yearning heart hath bled; 

What boots it ! fading is thy fairest crown. 
Soon o'er -ilia's lake, the icy shroud is spread. 

Hushing the sweet notes, that could sorrow drown. 
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Still thou hast fair, ah I fair, sweet pages, fame, 
And thou may'st press my flowers Hween thy leaves. 

But when I gain that great, grand gift — a namey 
These hands will folded be in a meek rest. 

And thou'lt lift up the pall, and lay thy golden sheaves 
On my dead breast I 

Ah 1 1 am sad, the dead are soon forgot, 
The ruby lips whose kisses were as wine, 

The dimpled arms that round us so did twine. 
Mould 'neath the clay. Such is bright beaut/s lot. 

Yea ! I have seen earth's brightest blossoms fade. 
And hopes that clustered round the ring of love , 

Fall like bright diamonds, as if only made 
To shine in spheres of holier light above. 

How disappointment nips the new-blown blooms 
That ope their rich hearts to the sun of joy. 

And sorrow, 'mid life's flowerets plants her tombs, 
And death, snaps love-chords like a fragile toy ! 
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And is this all ? Up, np, my spirit ! 

Plume thy fluttering wing I 
Joy, joy for souls, that Heavenly hope inherit. 

Seize thy mute harp — the willows may not wear it, 
Strike, strike, and sing? 

Oh ! sing of him ; thy Saviour ! Glorious One I 
Who, for thy sake, the reeking wine-press trod. 

And o'er all sin and grief, tho' with him none 
Victorious came, and all life's triumphs won. 
Thy conquering God ! 

I am agasp for Him ! 

Down 'neath Redemption's waters let me go, 
And where his steps are seen, there, let me tread ; 

Each wave is holy from the haloed brow, 
That in the olden time, around did spread 

A glory to which sunset were but dim. 

Baptized of water, and the Holy Ghost ! 

I hear the cooling wavelets even now, 
Rippling with such a musical, sweet float, 

And the pure cascades rush athwart my brow. 
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Soft as the cadence of an angeFs note — 
FoUow'd by all the attending choral host. 

Joy ! joy for thee ! thou siroc-smitten soul, 

The sultry hours are melting swift away 
Into the breezy twilight, and the starry scroll. 

Of night spreads beauty lovelier than the day. 
See ! rapturous vision ! see ! the snow plumed dove 

Broods o'er the pool, and hark ! there is a voice 
Sweet as the accents of a father love. 

Bidding his child " rejoice I*' 

I do rejoice ! Oh, father is for me. 

Thy blessing ? miracle, Ah ! miracle of grace ! 
Now on thy bosom let me die, and see 

Thy unveiled face. 
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GOOD NEWS FROM HOME. 



A NIW y£ESION. 



Depressed by pain, and sin, and grief 
Soul quivering like an aspen leaf, 
In passion's tempest tost and worn, 
Of all its green hopes sadly shorn, 
I fain would drop from life's sere tree. 
Blow breeze of death and set me free ! 

Hush I are not those the chariot wheels ? 
Their sound like music o'er me steals ; 
Hark I hark I how sweet the tidings come, 
Good news from home ! good news from home, 

A mother in her angel charms 
Bends down to fold thee in her arma, 
A sister cries " why lingering roam ? 
Oh ! haste to join the group at home V 

The board is spread, we yearning wait, 

See ! see ! wide oped is Heaven's gate, 
2 
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Come in ! come in I thy sire calls, 
Safe house thee, in thy father's halls. 

And is for me this rapturous bliss, 
Melt, melt my soul 'neath death's soft kiss 
I hear his voice, he calls to me 
Come hither, child, I wait for thee ! 

At the glad sound my soul upsprings. 
Exultant, plumes her new found wings 
With quivering joy she seeks her nest. 
And bounds into her Saviour's breast ! 



UNION SONG. 



Rise I sons of gallant warrior sires. 
Who fought for homes, not glory. 

But gained the fame they never sought, 
And shone in after story ; 



-^ 
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Rise, on the soil their valiance freed, 

Their blood e'en now baptizes. 
And scout the traitor from your ranks 

Their counsel who despises. 

Oh ! palsied be the tongue and hand 

That breathes, or traces treason, 
And be the brain such thought could form 

Bereft of glorious reason I 
Unfurl the flag your fathers bore, 

All tattered, stained and broken, 
And swear to cling, come life come deat^ 

To this proud honored token ! 

And when the wrangler flies the right, 

And politicians falter, 
Be true, and immolate all self 

Upon thy country's altar. 
Oh I if with one brave, hearty will, 

Ye all would do your duty, 
Time's sea might roll, and freedom's fane 

Still stand in pristine beauty. 
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But if with rude debate ye shake 

The Constitution's basis. 
The fabric reared by patriot hands 

Must fade from Hope's oasis ; 
That spot, whose brilliant ^scene reveals 

Visions of passing gladness ; 
But vanished once, would leave the world * 

In deeper, darker sadness. 
Then gather in one kindred band, 

And scorn fanatic raving. 
With knitted hearts, and grappling hands 

^Neath one broad flag outwaving ; — 
And let your glad and glorious shout, 

Like rush of mighty river, 
Proclaim in loud exultant tones 

The Union and forever. 



* <<While stands the Coliseum, Rome shall stand, 
When falls the Coliseum, Rome shall fall. 
And foUs with her, IheW&rW 
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FUGITIVE SLAVE DITTY. 

Air—" Old Iblks.ai Home:* 



[A slave allured from his master in the Sonth, becomes disgusted with 
the "pleasures of freedom," and earnestly entreats to be "carried back 
to old Virginny," hence the ditty.] 



Oil ! I atn sick of dese abolition people, 

De tales dat dey tell am sin ; 
Gib me a glimpse of de old ChapeVs steeple, 

Den ketch me 'gain if dey kin ! 
Once I was of de same opinion, 

Nuffin would do but to roam. 
Now take me back to de ole Dominion, 

Dere let me find my home. 

Chorus. — Oh ! darkies, all take warnin'. 

Let nuffin tempt to roam. 

You'll find to your cost dat de joys you're scornin' 

Neber dwell no whar but home ! 
2* 
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Food in de pantrj, milk in de dairy, 

Plenty to eat and to wear, 
Neber wid a care was my old head weary, 

Servin' from love, not fear ! 
Neber did dere lib a kinder master. 

Missus half so good ; 
Merry was my song when I drove from de pastur*, 

Or picked off de berry in de wood. 

Chorus. — Oh ! darkies, all take warnin', &c. 



Den came de tempter — grand was his offer, 

Jis' like de sarpent to Eve, 
Great was de promise of de gold in de coffer, 

All dis darkie to deceive. 
Harry was to lib like a nabob gemman. 

Free as de king on his throne ; 
Yah ! but I found I was " squeezed like a lemon y' 

Dat Fm free for to own ! 

Chorus. — Oh ! darkies, all take warnin', &c. 
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Dis bein' free, say ole woman Winny, 

Ruther would I be a slave ; 
Oh 1 but it's you, dat's a precious ninny, 

Come here jis' for a grave ! 
Desolate and poor, and ragged and starvin', 

Long time we stroll thro' de street. 
Appetite enough, but nuffin for de carvin,' 

Scoffed at by all dat we meet. 

Chorus — Oh ! darkies all take warnin', &c. 



Back, den, we turn to de ole plantation, 

Dere's where de friends are at last, 
Neber more to leave dat dear ole station, 

Neber till dis life be past. 
God bless de missus, and de dear ole master. 

Many be deir days and sweet. 
And when de work's over in de hall and de pastur', 

Lay de ole man at deir feet. 
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APPEAL FOR THE POOR. 

Oh ! ye blithe dwellers in gay Plenty's halls, 
Where taste and elegance, and luxury combine, 
To tempt the palate, feast the eye, and mind : 
Who cull life's choicest fruits from joy's rich vine, 
And dancing to the harp's gay revel-sound, 
Deem ye have found Elysium on Earth ; 
Pause for awhile in your unwearied whirl. 
And listen to the dirge-like tones that rise 
In deepening cadence from abodes of wo ! 

Hark ! hear ye not 
That long, low wail, that sob of agony ? 
'Twas' moan of babes, or sadder groan, that rent 
The o'er pressed strings of woman's breaking heart. 
Whilst kneeling by the hut's low, tattered couch, 
She strains her dying boy's faint lips to her's. 
As if her breath could furnish nourishment. 
Or save her darling from a pauper's doom ! 
Is there no mother in your paraper'd train, 
No father to be moved ? cold, cold, aye cold 
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As "uDSunned marble neath Pentelicus/' 

Are your heart-pulses grown ? 

Behold those shivering forms, those hollowed cheeks 

Those restless eyes that want hath lighted up, 

With more than mortal brilliance, and those thin 

Shrunk hands uplifted in mute eloquence, 

Of low-tongued grief, and if ye then would ask 

More fervent pleaders, or with heedless step 

Turn profferless away from earnest looks, 

And famished mouths, and hands outstretched to 

stay, 
God help thee I Ah, God help thee, thou'st need of 

more. 
Than these pale suff'rers, for thy bosom feels 
No throb of sympathy, no gentle chord. 
In unison with thy fellow man, and in 
The wealth of charity, thou lackest all 
To fit for earth, or render meet for heaven. 
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A LAY OF THE OLDEN TIME. 

I never can love — Oh, no 

Thus said a ladye fair, 
'Neath the turrets high, of the Lord Boileau, 

As she sung to her light guitar. 
I never will love — Oh ! no, 

And her proud eye lit with scorn, 
And her curling lip had a rosier glow, 

And her cheek wore the hue of the morn. 
What ! won with a flattering speech, 

A soft word, and a sigh, 
A loftier language must Cupid teach, 

The ruler of my destiny. 
I have read in olden hook 

Of one who gave unsought, 
The golden sands of her heart's clear brook 

To him who prized them naught. 
'Tis true that he whispered words 

Of affection's sweet return, 
But he vanished away with the summer buds, 

And left the young maiden to mourn. 
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I have seen a rose trausferred 

From its parent stem with pride, 
To the bounding breast of a Knight that was stirred 

With love for a fair young Bride ; 
But his fondness lived not long, 

Man's love is a fleeting thing, 
And the gentle Inez sank 'neath the wrong, 

And died -like a flower in Spring ! 
I never will love — Oh ! no, 

My falcon heart is free, 
And skilful the archer, and skilful the bow 

That wins my proud heart from me ! 
The ladyo turned to hie 

Home to her father's hall, 
But a Knight uprose from the moss-bed nigh, 

A young Knight, fair and tall. 
Ah ! why should the maiden quail 

As she met that stranger-glance ? 
Is't sight of the war-stained coat of mail, 

Or the burnished, well-borne lance ? 
In her sire's castle high. 

Such panoply she meets — 



36 FORGET-ME-NOTS. 

But 'tis the look of a conqueror's eye 

As the ladye fair he greets. 
He came from the far crusade 

Sir Winfrid he, by name, 
And he came to sue for the high born maid 

All fresh from the field of fame. 
Lord Bolieau's castle rang 

That night with a welcome glee, 
And the minstrel gray to his wild harp sung, 

And the wassail bowl went free. 
And the lady Genevieve, 

Whose eyes the stars outshined 
Wove a crown for the brave, of the laurel leaf, 

And Sir Winfrid' s brow she twined. 
Years fleeted by apace — 

'Twas night ; and a tempest wild — 
And a matron fair, wrth a quiet grace, 

And a husband, and a child 
Sat near to a glowing hearth 

Unheeding wind or storm, 
For their bosoms were lit with the torch of mirth, 

And their spirits fond and warm. 
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'' SiDg me the song, sweet one," 

Said the knight of a lordly mien, 
And an arch smile lighted his bearded lip, 

An archer never was seen. 
" Sing me the song," he said, 

" Of a maid who ne'er would love/' 
The lady blushing as ruby red 

Nestled into his breast like a dove. 
'Nay Winfrid — I was young, 

And vain, and foolish, too. 
But ril sing thee a song that I've learnt since then, 

And I know that its words are true. 
Sir Winfrid drew the harp 

To his lovely ladye's side, 
And bright was the smile of his eyes so dark 

As he gazed on his love with pride. 
Awhile her fingers soft and slight 

Thr«w o'er the chords their snowy white, 
Then 'neath her light touch a prelude rung, 

And thus the blushing ladye sung. 
Oh ! love is the fairest thing 

In this rose-strewn life of ours. 
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And time fleets by on a starry wing . 

With his pathway o'er love's flowers. 
Oh ! love is a jewel bright, 

A bird in the heart-cage singing, 
A plant that blooms mid the desert blight, 

A fount in a dry land springing ! 
And mine is that gem so fair. 

And mine is that gay bird's chaunting. 
And mine is that flower of perfume rare, 

And mine is that bright gushing fountain, 
I could never live without love. Oh ! no, 

'Tis the nectar of woman's existence. 
And I would not its holier pleasures forego 

For the loftiest fame in the distance. 
Bring diamonds for queenly brows 

Rich gold for the miser's coffer, 
But Oh ! feme's a treasure more brilliant and rare. 

Than any of those you can offer ! 
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EVA MAY. 

Thej have made thy bed, my sweetest, 

Mid tombstone's gray. 
Oh ! would rd gone before thee 

My Eva May ! 

I had worn thee long and proudly, 

My bosom's gem, 
Now I mourn my heart-bud riven 

From its spirit stem. 

Why did I seek for treasure 

So far away. 
When in my own lone valley 

Grew Eva May ? 

I was^oor, and scorned to woo thee 

With fawning knee. 
But ah ! is wealth of Indies 

Aught without thee ! 
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Thou wert the fairest flower 

In earth's garden wide, 
And oh ! ne'er in regal palace 

Blushed lovelier Bride ? 

But now, untimely smitten 

Like a rose in bloom. 
Thou art lying, sadly lying 

Cold in the tomb. 

While my spirit roameth lonely 

On its solitary way. 
Ever wailing for it's lost one, 

It's Eva May ! 

Oh ! the bright earth wears a dimness; 

A funeral pall. 
Hath cast its sombre shadows 

O'er all— O'er all. 

Birds come again — dead flowrets 

From tomb-like clay. 
But thouWt lost, oh! lo^i forever 

Sweet Eva May. 
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TO A STAR SHINING IN AT MY 
WINDOW. 

Hour after hour hath thy placid eye 
Been on me, planet, with a mystic spell, 
As if intent, with angel art to read 
The dream of my lone breast. 

As late I sat me here 
With bosom tost in passion, as a shallop rent 
By mfeding billows, I did mark thy glance, 
So fraught with pleading for a gentler mood. 
My spirit knelt, and from its lip sent prayer. 

Who and what art thou, star ? 
Say, can it be yon lucid orb enshrines. 
My seraph mother, who went home to God, 
E're I, her darling, lisped her precious name ! 
Sorrow's been on me — pain around my brow. 
Hath clasped her iron cestus, till my heart hath 

grown. 
Aweary of its pulse, and life became 
A drauojht too loathsome to be borne ! 
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And where wert thouy my mother, that this aching 

head 
Did'st find no pillow on thy gentle breast, 
No healing in thy smile ? 
The pall was round thee, and i|i icy sleep 
Weighed down the lashes on thy snowy cheek ; 
And turned the rose to ashes, on thy lip, 
With its stern, withering power ! 

Ah ! yes ? 
The embraces of the grave, alone hath kept 
The mother from her child ! 
Thou hast a proud mausoleum 'mong the dead. 
Thy form reposeth, and one blazoned cell 

Sufficeth all. 
But thou art heedless of the coffined pomp, 
And sleep'st as soundly as in humbler bed 
The turf were wrapt about thee ! 
Sleep on sweet mother ! I recall the wish 
To win thee back, for lo ! this world hath naught 

Of joy — such joy as thine ! 
Rest loved and sainted ! earth may never vex 
Thy meek heart more — ^its tuffling strife is o'er. 
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And peace shall henceforth canopy thy couch 
With its soft presence. 

Yet wilt thou not, 
Be sometime near me with thy guardian wing 
Shielding from harm, and warding off the breath 
The poison breath of sin, that fain would stain 
My young souVs mirror ? 
And when my spirit is afaint of life, 
And frets to rend this cot of clay aside. 
Strength shall return, and Hope once more be mine, 
While fancy finds in yonder star of night. 
My mother's spirit gazing out of Heaven. 



TO A FRIEND LEAVING FOR EUROPE. 

Oh ! wilt thou love me ever 

As novo I know thou dost ? 
Can naught suffice to sever 

From those we cherish most ? 
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Hath friendship's spell the power 
To stay the rush of time, 

And bid her Amaranth flower 
Bloom bright in every clime ? 

Say, when afar thou'rt roaming 

Where classic waters shine, 
And o'er yon wild sea foaming 

As loving lips meet thine, 
Will ever memory waken 

Deep thoughts of home and me, 
Of those who lone, forsaken, 

May watch in vain for thee ! 

And when some stranger fingers 

Weave garlands for thy brow. 
And scarce a blossom lingers 

Of those I wreath thee now, 
Oh ! linked with each fond feeling 

Within my vestal heart. 
Wilt thou, no change revealing. 

Be ever J as thou art? 
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Aye ! 'tis but thy remembrance 

My jealous spirit craves, 
While love in dearer semblance 

Goes with thee o'er the waves, 
Those passion-tones must greet thee, 

Thine is a blessed lot, — 
And I no more may meet thee — 

Yet, Oh ! forget me not ! 



SABBATH SONNET. 



(Written during sickness.) 



Chime on sweet bells, that chime no more for me, 
E'en still I love thy solemn melody, 
Fling back the curtains, let me feel again. 
The sabbath air come cooling o'er my brain, 
Let me but view the path so often trod. 
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When my young footsteps sought the house of God, 
And gaze once more upon the quiet throng 
Who joined in orison, and sacred song. 
No form save mine, is missing from the band 
Who bend the knee, or lift the invoking hand, 
The tottering Patriarch, bending toVard the tomb. 
The nimble maiden, radiant in her bloom. 
Youth, with his stripling form, and manly stride, 
And well-pleased girlhood, tripping at his side — 
Matron, with countenance serene and mild. 
Checking the gambols of the " toddling child," 
And he — ^upon whose God-inspired tongue 
The vast assemblage raptured, ravished hung, 
Breathless in fear, an accent fall unheard, 
One tone be lost, one harp-liko thrilling word — 
Here comes he too, with meekly drooping head. 
And holy brow, and serious mein and tread, 
A wandering spirit from the heavenly skies, 
An angel Gabriel in a mortal guise ! — 
No more, alas ! salute my willing ear 
Those balm-like whisperings from the upper sphere, 
With lips of seraph fire, no more he pleads, 
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" For me, for me," the dying Saviour bleeds, 
Holds up the garment stained with hallowed gore, 
The crown of thorn, his sacred forehead wore ; 
Pictures each wound my fingers helped to frame, 
And fills my breast with penitential shame. 
Weeps for the sin his guiltless soul ne'er knew,* 
And prays in anguish for forgiveness too ! 
No, ne'er again this bosom may attest. 
The strength of eloquence, so pure, so blest ; — 
Soon 'neath the sod my broken lute must lie, 
Unroused by storm-blast, or the zephyr's sigh. 
Torn from its quivering strings by Azrael's hand, 
That can at one sad blow, its power command. 
Each glorious image from these tablets fade, 
* The Muse no longer lend her wonted aid. 
And nature, wearied with the fatal strife 
Yields back the boon, the useless boon of life. 



♦ "Still pleading for sins that were never his own." — Mn, ' 
* " Life's idle business at one gasp be o'er, 
The Muse forgot, and thou boloTed no more." — P&pe, 
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ITEMS OF CONVERSATION. 



(In going to, and returning from Church.) 



GOING. 



Jlfa^J 



I hav'nt seen you for this age, 
Where have you kept yourself? 



Kate. 



■{ 



'Twas only to'ther day I called, 
You charming little elf. 



Mat.^ 



So 'twas — ^well I declare it seems 

A century ago, 
And you must learn, within that time, 

Fve caught another beau. 



Kate, 



Mat, 



{You cruel Mat ! do leave a few, 
For less successful fair. 
Oh ! yes, for sans extravagance 

Full twenty could I spare I 
^ I wonder who will preach to-day i 
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' Indeed I cannot tell, 
Kate. < I hope and pray with all my heart 
^ 'Twill be young Parson Bell. 

Do tell me if my collar's straight; 

And if my curls will pass, 
I did not spend my usual hour 

This morning at the glass. 
We needn't walk so very fast, 

The bell is not yet done. 
One's noticed more in entering 

"WTien service has begun ! 

EETURNINQ. 

A charming creature I Dr. Bell, 

His sermons are so fine. 
He only wants a slight mustache 

To make him quite divine! 
Stcchejes ! and Oh I stich splendid teeth, 

And such distingue air ; 
In feature, mien, and figure, too, 

Apollo Belvidere I 
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Pray who was that young spark who sat 

In Major Monkton's pew? 
. He stared me out of countenance; 

For all that I could do! 
Oh ! isn't that a lovely silk? 

I wonder what it cost ; 
How tight Miss Dickens wears her shoes, 

So large are mine — I'm lost ! 
How well Miss Harper looks in black, 

Miss Burton's very thin — 
Just notice Fanny Finkle's toes. 

How dreadful they're turned in I 
I see Ned Ames has raised a cane, 

He tries to look quite sage ; 
I do detest those Kossuth hats, 

But then they're all the rage. 
Only behold those Tompkins' girls ! 

Like daughters of a lord ; 
Those costly silks, and velvet scarfe. 

How can they, Kate, afford ? 
And there comes Johnson and his bride. 

They don't make muoh display ; 
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Poor Moll, I'm sure there's not a girl 
Will envy her to-day ! — 

And now, the parting hour arrived, 

The friends straightway embrace, 
And many a '* last word " there ensued. 

And many a bow of grace. 
I never heard what was the text, 

Nor what the parson said; 
But on such subjects, etiquette 

Seems silent as the dead. 
Oh I Friendship, thou'rt a flowret fair, 

Eeligion, thou'rt a gem ; 
And may I next when churchward bound. 

Improve the hour like them I 
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SOUNDS FROM THE SPIRIT LAND. 

They came when I sported in childhood's glee, 
Beneath the spread boughs of our household tree, 
When my smile shone bright, and my laugh rang 

clear 
As a silver chime thro' the vesper air. 
And life was ,to me a gilded page, 
Kevealing as yet no record sage — 
They came, and a pause in my ringing mirth. 
Spoke of a holier feeling's birth. 
They came when I stood 'mong the festive throng, 
Mingling my tones with the dance and song. 
And my voice rang free, and my eye flashed clear 
As the stars in the crown of the eve appear, 
And my brow was as tranquil as sleeping lake, 
W'here but peace and calmness their mirrors make. 
But sudden and still as the darkening wing 
Of the storm, in the tempest's first shadowing. 
There stole o'er my soul, 'mid the revel gay, 
A knell, and its burden was " passing away." 
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They came wHen I stood in the holy aisle. 
Looking in vain for <me glorious smile. 
The smile had lied — ^and the greeting warm 
Flushed not the lip of the coffined form, 
And the cheek was pale as a snowy flake, 
^nd the folded eyelids would not wake, 
And the silent voice made no reply 
To soothe the grief of the mourner's cry. 
Oh ! then o'er my spirit a thrilling strange 
As when rude winds o'er the harp strings range, 
Bushed in a mighty and melting tide. 
Sweeping my soul of its shrine of pride. 
And breathing in tones of a warning lay. 
Thus shall ye fade — thus pass away. 
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TO A FRIEND DYING AT A DISTANCE. 

Oh I say thou not 
I've looked my last upon thee, best beloved. 
Beneath the fearful thought my bosom faints, 
My wrung heart bleeds, and breaks, and dies I 
Oh! if it be 

My bitter fate to breathe farewell to thee 
Sweet love, firm friend, and faithful counsellor, 
Let me be near thee, suffer me to clasp 
Thy trembling hand in mine, to wipe the damps 
Anointing thee for Death, and catch thy glance 
Waning and paling like a setting star. 
While with one angel pinion soaring 
At Heaven's gate, the other flut'ring faintly 
Still, still to earth, in nature's fondest strife 
Thou plumest thy flight up to the Eden bourne 
So richly thou hast won. 
E'en thus to sever, 'twould be bitterness 
Dire, deep, and fearful, such as rives with wrath 
The gardened heart of all its plants of joy. 
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But deeper far, more dreadful in its scathe 

The wound of grief's sharp pointed spear 

If I, the distant were forbid to press 

The last fond, fervent, good-bye kiss of love 

Upon thy dying lip ! 

I have been with thee when thy fair cheek's rose 

Marked thee a Hebe in the radiant throng. 

When thy glad smile of happiness lit up 

Thy every feature, like an inward lamp ; 

When thy young spirit felt the first faint thrill 

Of love's wild witchery o'er its tuned strings steal, 

And thou didst pine for gentle sympathy, 

And communed in thy purity with me. 

Oh ! I've been with thee in thine hour of life. 

Let me be with thee in thine hour of death ! 

And must thou surely go ? nay, nay, thou dreamest, 

It is but fancy that distorts thy mind 

With images of Death — thou art too lovely, 

Too young, too loved, too idolized to die ! 

And ihou^couldst go, and leave thy friend to linger 

On in this world, then tenantless and dark. 

Oh ! Earth would wear for me a garb of mourning, 
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Fame nor ambition e'er could brighten more, 
Others would miss tbee — thou bast been tb' enligbt- 

ener 
Of the dark dwelling, the abode of care. 
Sweet Queen, in quiet patience, gentle revel, 
" The fireside charmer, and the nurse of pain,'' 
What shall console thy sire's earnest sorrow ? 
What star light up thy mother's midnight grief — 
Whose image fill thy place in friendship's casket, 
What form usurp thee in thy lover's heart ? 
They, they must weep thee, but my saddened spirit, 
Broke with its deep intensity of woe 
May Own no sweet revivifying power, 
Forever wedded to thy memory ! 
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THE MILLIONAIRE AND THE 
AETISAN. 

I was speeding but late, thro' a scarce travelled street 
The wind whistled chill, and the rain and the sleet 
Drove with a ceaseless, remorseless beat 

On the head of the wandering wight, 
And I thought, as the tempest more furious blew. 
And mj heavy furred mantle around me I drew. 
Ah ! what will the poor and the destitute do ? 

May God help the houseless to-night ! 
The thought had just thrilled to my lip from my 

mind. 
When lo I a pooiv woman, half famished, and blind,. 
With her thin, tattered garments borne out to the 
wind. 

Drew near, with a tottering pace ; 

I had drawn from my purse my small alms-giving 

store. 

When — the great millionare stepped down from his 

door — 
8* 
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I dropped my few half-pence, ashamed 'twas no more, 

And made my best curtsy of grace. 
His bow, and his greeting to me were quite bland, 
But he turned with cold notice from th' beggar's 

stretched hand ; 
" 'Tis strange that such objects in our thoroughfares 
stand. 

When for paupers the poor house was made/' 
He sprung in his carriage, the coachman drew lash, 
The steeds bounded onward with plunge and with 

clash. 
While a tear from my full eye I could not but dash 

As I noted her brow's sadder shade. 
On her ear, keen with feeling, it fell not unheard, 
. That tone of indif'rence that ster^^, taunting word, 
And the depths of the fount of emotion were stirred 

At the needless reproach and reproof. 
And was this the great Croesus, whose fame was 

world-wide. 
Who, 'twas said, in benevolence Howard outvied. 
The vaunted philanthropist — ^moneyed man's guide, 

Who from charity ne'er stood aloof? 
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Whose sympathies broad as his own native land, 

Extended to exiles a "heart in the hand/' 

Sent out food and raiment to Erin's starved band, 

And at home reared the Temple's high walls. 
Whose mansion is rich with the costly of art, 
Bare statuesque, chiselled from Canova's heart, 
And paintings — but Raphael such glow could im- 
part, 

Look down on those velvet-clad halls. 
Why then should he turn with a heart like a flint. 
From the plea of the beggar — ^forgive me the hint. 
Oh I Oiat were an action unpublished in print, 

To furnish his pride with a feast. 
But there's One in the Heavens, high over us all. 
Whose vision beholdeth the great and the small. 
He marks and remembers the young sparrows fall. 

And has servants and saints 'mong the least. 
She stood where he left her, that woman forlorn, 
She spoke in an accent of sorrow, not scorn, 
" Beware how ye plant in the bosom a thorn — 

Too true, tis a crime to be poor!" 
Arrived at my dwelling, shut out from the storm;| 
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My feet thrust in slippers all broidered and warm, 
My mind could not banish that bent shivering form 

Of the outcast who stood near my door. 
I thought but a moment — the next with a bound, 
I had reached the poor sufferer, now stretched on the 

ground, 
But o'er her cold body a kind one I found — 

Ah ! Fashion tis well thou shouldst sneer. 
For 'twas naught but a laborer, unpolished, tho' 

kind. 
Of course was deficient in heart and in mind. 
But he knew how to shield that cold form from the 

wind. 
And to brush off the half frozen tear. 
He wrapped his old great-coat around the frail 

frame. 
And murmured, as softly he whispered her name, 
'^A sigh from the greatest His meet thou shouldst 

claim. 
For in fashion's gay halls ye have shone. 
And was there not one of that proud pampered 

train. 



FORGET-ME-NOTS. 61 

Who have fed at your banquet again and again^ 
To stand up beside you in life's trembling wane, 

And cheer you with one tender tone ? 
Alas for the hearts found in fashion's high mould, 
The mantle of pride coils round them its fold, 
And the hard hand of Ayarice tightens the hold. 

Till the last noble impulse is dead. 
Ah I little she dreamed, when a poor starving child. 
O'er the pittance she threw him, by times wept and 

smiled. 
Then flew to his mother, with happiness wild, 

And the strange cry of "bread, precious bread/' — 
That a chord had been touched in his bosom so rude, 
To thrill with the music of deep gratitude. 
And, tQiijifcii4)oy would live to give shelter and food. 

To the friend that had rescued from death.'' 
I followed his steps as he bore her along. 
Unheeding the gaze of the bold staring throng. 
To list the last sigh of this victim of wrong. 

And the gush of her last thankful breath. 
Then moumM I mused, and my childish mind 
drew, 
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A moral of life from this incident's hue, 
And I thought as my spirit-lip sent up a prayer, 
To be shielded from every temptation and snare, 
Oh I the diamond's a diamond, though cased in its 

rust, 
It will sparkle no truer when torn from the dust, 
While the paste-jewel, %pircled in setting of gold, 
May deceive for a while with its lustre so bold, — 
Yet the touch-stone of Heaven will surely decide. 
And scorn the mock gem, with its glitter of pride; 
But the test shall but render the diamond more 

bright, 
Its purity dimless, and quenchless its light ; 
And I pondered, ah I truly the great millionaire, 
With the jewel's false splendor, I well may compare. 
While the artisan, poor and unpolished, though 

kind. 
In the rough diamond's brilliance an emblem we find. 
The one passes current in the worldling's gay mart. 
The one has his millions^ the other a — heart} — 
The plaudits of Earth to the millionaire's given ; — 
The artisan lives for the plaudits of Heaven ! 
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STANZAS FOR MUSIC. 

Oh I sing no more that song, it was 
The last her loved lips hreathed, 

Ere death around heF radiant broW; 
His blighting ohaplet wreathed. 

Ye marvel why I turn away, 
When others throng thee round, 

Undreaming of the pangs that lurk 
In that sweet music sound. 

I once could listen to the strain 

Unmoved, save by delight, 
But now it seems a sacrilege 

To sing that song "Good Night.'' 

Ten years have flown, yet cold my heart 

As ocean's ice bound wave. 
For I have seen Earth's loveliest things. 

Pass with'ring to the grave. 
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But still my spirit hath a spot, 

A spriDg 'mid desert drear, 
A few green, clustering memories, 

Indif'rence may not sear. 

And oflen as some careless hand. 
Calls forth that farewell lay. 

The bursting sigh and tear will mock 
The effort to be gay. 

Then cease that plaintive melody, 

I cannot bear it yet, 
It tells of flowers, bloomless now, 

Of stars forever set; — 

Of one who sleeps beneath the sod, — 
Her glad young life-dream o'er, — 

Those tones, they break my heart anew. 
Oh ! sing that song no more ! 
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CHILD'S EVENING PRAYER. 

Holy Father through the day 

Thou hast gently cleared my way, 

And from morn to eventide 

Hast thou been my constant guide. 

Thus, as gleams the twilight dew 

In the violet's eye of blue, 

And while lilies offer up 

Incense in their fragrant cup, 

I would on the bended knee 

Send up heart praise Lord to Thee I 

Oh I if on my sunny path 

I have caused one shade of wrath — 

K a sinful thought hath rest 

In the calm lake of my breast, 

Scatter every wave of sin, 

Mirror but thyself within ; 

Through the coming scenes of life. 

With their struggle, with their strife. 

Let me feel that Thou art near. 
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Calming every doubt and fear. 
Then shall thornless flowers bloom, 
Stars light up this " vale of gloom ;" 
Holy Father, whilst I sleep. 
Let thine angels, vigils keep 
Bound my couch with wings outspread, 
- Shielding my defenceless head. 
And if I should pass away 
Ere the rosy dawn of day, 
Yet my spirit 'mid the night 
Shall go forth with "robes of light/' 
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SPRING AND ITS MEMORIES. 



"Looks of familiar love that nevermore, 
Never on earth our aching eyes shall greet, 

Past words gf welcome to our household door, 
And vanished smUes, and sound of parted feet, 

Spring amidst the murmuring of the flow'ring trees. 
Why, why revivest thou these?" 
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Spring hath resumed her gentle ministry, 
The resurrection hand hath touched the flowers, 
And the meek, timid plant that shrunk abashed 
From Borea's rude salute, uplifts its cheek * 

Kindling with loveliness, to catch the kiss 
Of warmed-lipped southern winds. 

All Heaven and Earth is bright. 
The far off skj, and 'neath its changeful hues 
. The landscape, decked with various colored robe 
Of Flora's jewelling. 
Earth holds her gala, garmented in state 
With raiment woven by fair nature's hand. 
While lo ! the orchestra of wild wood depths 
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Is tuned to greet Spring's coming. 

From the swarmed insects' low monastic pipe, 

To the bright cascade with its gashing laugh 

Murmurs of joy, and God's yet milder tones 

Are speaking everywhere. 

To the lone forest let me wend my way, 

And in its aisles with shadows so profound 

Muse o'er the volume of my youthful life. 

Sad, sad is retrospection, tremulous the grasp 

That opes the portals of the buried past 

And brings the treasure from dark memory's vault. 

Fain would I mourn. 
N6 longer o'er the unreturned, and fling 
For'e'er this crushing weight aside. 
But vain the effort, vain the wild attempt 
To free from chains that tighten as we writhe ! 
Wher'e'er I turn some fatal thing assails — 
Perchance an oft-trod path, a gay plumed bird, 
A favorite seat beneath some budding tree, 
A rill, a cloud, a breath from garden bowers. 
All, everything, it. matters not how slight 
Or trivial to all else — for me they have 
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A fearful potency, and remorselessly 

Attest thy once loved presence. 

Comest thou as mocker, gentle Spring? 

Thou gijf'st new life to Nature, but o'er mortal form 

Thou hast no power ; the cold, faded cheek 

Thy touch may not illume ! Thou callest back 

The bird o'er ocean to its greenwood spray, 

Raisest the flower from its buried vine, 

With mystic chemistry transform' st the grain 

From the dull kernel to the verdant stem, 

And swell'st the blossom on the orchard bough. 

But oh I thou wakener of Earth's loveliest things. 

Why sleep our treasures 'neath thy magic wand ? 

Give back, thou vaunter, the rich, rosy lip. 

The eye that flashed out like a diamond ray, 

The inmost glory of the sparkling mind, 

The brow of beauty, and the form of grace. 

Restore thou ihescj then will I own thy might, 

And give thee praisings from my raptured lyre. 

Thou canst not ! why, oh ! why is this. 

Why must affection o'er her ruined gems 

Droop, ceaseless mourner? Will not sorrow's tears 
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Falling like rain^ win some crushed flower 
In pity to our hearts again ? 

Our trembling arms we spread 
And fold in fancy to our yearning breasts . 
Once more our glorious ones. 'Tis fancy all, 
No more with wild embrace we greet 
Those pallid slumb'rers 'neath the voiceless sod. 
Oh ! love, what phantoms dost thou summon up, 
Alas, they are but air ! 

How oft I've wandered to their trysting place, 
At sunset's hour of melancholy thought, 
To seek within the jesamine's memoried bower 
The dear, departed, and the iinforgot. 
They were not there, yet all remained the same 
As when their light step bowed the pansy's head. 
And listening for the tones that thrilled the air 
So late with joy, the sealed fount of tears 
Welled up, and told with rhetoric of heart 
My idols passed from Earth and me away. 
I stood dUme where late their laughter rang. 
And in the midnight of a starless woe 
Besought of " Him who hears the mourner's cry.'^ 
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Oh I give tliem back ! restore those quenched lights 

Or lay these limbS; with youthfalness and strength 

Buoyant as fawn^ beneath the turf that hides 

My loved from me ! 

Then like the cadence of a seraph's song, 

Came a soft voice on the still eve's air, 

" Peace, peace, rebellious, let thy pensive plaints 

Fade on thy lip, and from thy heart begone. 

In his own strength, who mightier sufPring bore. 

Look up, thou faithless, and behold with joy 

Thy burnished jewels on a Saviour's breast." 

Kebuked, in thankfulness I lowly bent, 

And with my spirit bathed in dew of peace. 

Calmed, purified from care's assail, sent up 

The not unwelcome incense of a broken heart -, 

Forgive, oh I Heaven ! these selfish, vain regrets, 

I bless Thee that ^'Thou doest all things well." 
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THE WARNING VOICE. 



'^Arise and depart ye, for this is not your rest." 



It comeS; it comes from mount and vale, 

From hill; and glen, and dale, 
From hovel hearths, and palace homes, 

That voice is heard to swell ; 
It rises from the snow-wreathed hut. 

On Greenland's icy plain ; 
And from Italians floral land, 

Gomes up the echoing strain. 
It comes, that voice of terror-sound. 

Kings tremble on their throne. 
And men of martial mien and &me 

Its truthful teachings own; 
It comes from 'Minster's cenotaphs. 

Where mouldering princes lie. 
And from the fields all eloquent 

With sanguinary dye. 
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It comes from proud imperial bierS; 

Where knight and noble crowd, 
And from the crowned one's gilded pall, 

And from the peasant's shroud ; 
It comes, where gallant ships went down 

Beneath the treach'rous wave. 
And treasures, hopes, and bounding hearts 

All found a nameless grave. 
It comes, the mother's piercing tones 

Implore in accents wild. 
Oh ! take him not, my blue-eyed boy, 

Oh ! spare my child, my child ! 
It comes, to beauty in her bloom. 

To youth, 'mid banquet glee, 
To maiden in her bridal robes. 

And comes it not to thee ? 
It doth ; I mark thy paling cheek, 

I note thy clouding brow, 
Aod know that in thy 'wildered ear 

That voice is murmuring now. 
Each setting star, each blighted bud, 

Our fondness could not stay, 
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Is preaching of a changeless world, 
In yon fair heaven away. 

Heed thou its gentle warning tone, 
Its counsel not unblest : 

Arise, depart ye, oh ! my love. 
For this is not our rest ! 



SPANISH MAID'S CANZONET. 

Give me back my heart, you robber, 

Nay, in vain deny the theft, 
Feign such ignorance, rogueish lover, 

When you well know who bereft. 

Give it back ! how dare you keep it 
When its owner's lips command ? 

Give it back ! must I repeat it, 
Qo ! you shall noj; tpuch this hand ! 
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Give it back ! I stoop to sue thee — 

I, of Castile's proudest train, 
Beg, entreat, beseech, implore thee 

Give, oh ! give it back again ! 

Give it — ah ! my heart's commotion 

Tells it mourns a stolen gem ; 
Dark is life's late star-lit ocean, 

Tom my heart-flower from its stem. 

Long my bird-like soul disdaining 

All the subtle shafts of love, 
Eoamed unfettered, uncomplaining 

As the free, unpinioned dove. 

When my treasure once possessing. 
Bang my silvery laugh the while. 

Now I weep earth's choicest blessing — 
Dost thou ever see me smile ? 

Ere I met the thrilling vision 
Of thy manly beauty rare. 
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Life passed on in dream Elysian^ 
Scene of sunshine bright and fair. 

Now I mourn the tide then frozen. 
Melted ^neath thj burning eye. 

Naught can still this wild emotion — 
Give, Elvino, ere I die ! 

Give my heart ! I cannot smother 
This awakened harp-string's tone ; 

Give my heart, or give some other, 
Give, oh ! dearest, give thine own 
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FAREWELL. 



(Written at the age of twelve.) 



Ye may sing of the "gentle word, good-bye/' 
Adieu may make your heart swell, 

But give to me, with the parting sigh, 
The honest word farewell. 

Good-bye is but an empty sound, 
And ne'er of the feelings can tell, 

But the bosom feeU and the heart chords bound 
To tfie fervent word farewell. 

And what do lovers say when they part, 
As their breasts with affection swell ; 

*Adieu ? ah no ! it suits not the heart — 
But my love or my dearest, farewell. 

No cold good-bye, or colder adieu. 
The dying mother can tell, 
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But with love's last gush of the heart-pulse true, 
She murmurs the hst farewell. 

Farewell, my boy 1 we'll meet again 
Where no anguish the bosom may swell. 

In yon fair heaven undimmed by pain. 
Farewell — God speed thee well ! 

Ah ! who can the bursting tears repress, 
As the heart-felt words they tell ; 

And in parting hour some friend address, 
With a long, a last farewell! 
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DEATH. 



A paraphrase of some remarks in a discourse delivered by the Rer. 
Dr. Stockton, to which the writer had the happiness of listening. 



Not as the King of Terror's, 

With sword uplift to slay, 
And brow like the wing of the tempest 

In the fierceness of its sway 3 
But softly as a Zephyr — 

He comes, the Prince of Peace, 
With rest for the faint and weary, 

For the captive, sweet release ! 

He comes — a rose-cheeked cherub, 

A messenger from high, 
With a tuft of grateful heart's-ease, 

And the love-light in his eye ; 
He sits beside the portals 

Of the grave, and decks its clay 
With perfume-breathing flowers 

From the tomb where Jesus lay. 
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And his lamp of Hope is lighting 

The dark and shadowy vale, 
With a ray like seraph pinions, 

And a beam that may not fail ; 
Affrighted with the brightness, 

The phantoms fade and flee, 
And its darkness and its chillness 

Hath naught of dread to thee ; 

For us that path was trodden 

By the angels from our side. 
For us our loved one's sickened, 

And paled, and drooped, and died. 
For this the martyrs perished. 

And He, the mightiest bled. 
That a glory might be fashioned 

That should halo round the dead ; 

That Death, bereft of horror, 
Should welcome be as friend ; 

Of sorrow, pain, and strivings, 
The glad, the glorious end. 
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Oh ! Should we feel one straggle, 

Or shrinking from the gloom. 
When the spirit's fondest treasures 

Lie garnered in the tomb ? 



FOR A FRIEND-TO A FRIEND. 

Farewell ! ye may not think, 

In gazing on me now, 
That aught beside a sister's love 

Lights up my pallid brow ; 
But there are thoughts within my heart 

'Twould burn my cheek to tell. 
And 'tis for thy beloyed sake 

I strive those thoughts to quell. 

I would not have thee deem me weak 
Nor scorn my childish fears — 

I would not that thou should'st behold 
These bitter, anguish'd tears. 



4'*( 
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Ah, no ! 'twould pain thy generous soul 

To know mine agony, 
And oh ! I'd bear a world of woe 

To shield one pang from thee I 

And 'tis for this I check the sigh 
That trembles on my breath, 

And mingle in the laugh and song, 
Though every tone be death I 

And ye have deemed me happiest, 
, Amid the careless gay. 

And knew not that my spirit broke 
In flinging grief away ! 

I ask thee not to pity me — 

It is but " woman's lot," 
To hope — to test hope's fallacy. 

To fade and be forgot 
By him on whom affection's store 

Of samless wealth was poured ; 
And mourn, alas ! a swaying reed 

Should reign her bosom's god. 



FORGET-ME-NOTS. 83 

The boon be mine, to suflfer on 

XJnpitied and alone, 
And cherish in my blighted soul, 

A misery all my own. 
I know that from both heart and cheek 

The rose-bloom soon will pale — 
Life's blossoms wither, one by one 

Its sparkling fountains fail. 

But fare-^A^e-well ! no matter what 

My fate or fortune be, 
Thou art a star in memory's sky. 

Still dear, tho' set, to me ! 
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PLEASURES OF THE COUNTRY. 



(RANTING RHYMES.) 



Oh ! it is sweet, in summer's vernal hour, 
To flee from town in search of sylvan bower, 
Where, freed from dust, from bustle, and from strife, 
We taste, for once, the honied sweets of life. 
And furbish up our rare Arcadian lore. 
And roam, with Horace, Sabine fields once more. 
Thus seated, languid 'neath these budding trees, 
Kissed by the warm lip of the southern breeze. 
With gaze now lingering on the painted sky. 
Where shapes of beauty meet the poet's eye. 
Now chained to Earth, in landscape raptured there. 
Now fashioning castles in the ambient air. 
The sultry moments fleeting by apace, 
Like wing of insect on a flowery chase I 
Oh ! scenes whose glory the first Lyrist sung, 
And Thompson's harp, and Cowper's lute chorda 
strung. 
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Inspire my muse, exalt my lowly lay, 

And make me worthy of the crowning bay ! 

Here, ^scaped from noise, from tumult, and from 

dread, 
(Save caterpillar swinging o'er the head !) 
We pass the hours in one long golden dream — 
Excuse me, friends ! I did'nt mean to scream. 
But that great serpent, soiling at my feet. 
Would start yov,^ frighted from such rustic seat ! 
We blend the future with the sunny past, 
(Well may I start, with fearfulness aghast, 
A " green-eyed'' scorpion glided o'er my gown !) 
Careless of fame, of study, or renown. 
Content in this sweet indolence to lie, 
(Begone, thou horrid, buzzing, 'dunning fly !) 
And while the scholar finds in Pliny bliss, 
Find my delight in natural scenes like this. 
(I had no idea of these meadow damps ! 
My limbs are writhing with the torturing cramps I) 
Who would be pent in dusty City's walls, 
(I should have brought a half-a-dozen shawls,) 
When fairer Country, with her thousand sweets, 
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(Indeed, ye poets, I must call ye cheats !) 
Woo3 Nature's lover to her rural nookS; 
(Oh ! hush your chatter, everlasting rooks !) 
And calls the bird back from its land of sun, 
(That cruel sportsman, with his murderous gun !) 
Flowers from their groves, in brighter verdure drest, 
And decks the landscape in a jewelled vest. 
Fit haunt for Muse, beneath these fragrant trees, 
(Oh ! mercy, mercy ! what a swarm of bees ! 
Not St. Cecelia could her sweet lays sing 
In midst of insects with such direful sting ; 
'Twould drive the patient Socrates stark mad, 
And half his patience I have never had, 
To nveet such interruptions every turn. 
In vain my fancies with exuberance yearn. 
This frightful task I must perforce give o'er, 
FU sing the country and its sweets no more.) 

(^Precipitately retreats^ MS* in hand,) 
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SONG OF MY SPIRIT. 



"I am comiDg, lored ones, coming 

To meet jou all once more.'' — Sue, 



I am coming, loved ones^ coming 

To meet you all once more, 
Where the joyous sound of greeting, 

Thrills the heart-strings o'er and o'er. 
Not in the halls of splendor, 

With Fashion as the Queen; — 
Where Terpsichore and Lyra 

Give witch'ry to the scene ; 
Nor in the dear old Homestead, 
* The Mecca of our heart — 
The spirit's ceaseless pilgrimage, 

Tho' far our steps depart ; 
The vines will bloom as verdant. 

The birds as sweetly sing, 
But she who roamed there lightsomely. 

May come not with the Spring ! 
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I am coining, loved ones, coming 

To meet you all once more, 
Where clouds are lost in brightness 

And storms and sfeas are o'er, 
Where stars that swiftly faded. 

And flowers early gone. 
Are forming us a coronal 

More radiant than the mom. 

Fve a Mother in yon heaven, 

That I never knew on Earth, 
For a voice called her up higher. 

Ere my infant thought had birth ; 
Will she know the bud she pillowed 

So softly on her breast — 
And the blossom to her bosom. 

Be again with fondness prest ? 

There are many there to welcome. 
In the lay the Seraph sings — 

Some, in whose brief earthly sojourn, 
Saw we angels without wings. 
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Some, whose brows so high and stately, 

Wore the white hairs as a crown, 
Who died as dies the sunset. 

So calmly went they down. 
Oh I existence I with thine hours 

Mingled up of good and ill. 
With thine oft concordia discors, 

Thou dost seem a poem still ! 

And when Death — the harsher harpist, . 

Snaps the life-chords one by one, 
And the solemn sounding music 

Of the farewell is begun. 
Let me raise the gladsome prelude, 

As my pinions upward soar, 
" Oh I I'm coming, loved ones, ooming 

To meet you all once more I " 
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THE FADED ROSE. 

Spring hath woke the buried violet 

From repose, 
Every flower springs to blooming 

Save my rose ! 
Tell me not of cheeks out-blushing 

Buddy morn, 
What to me each rival beauty ? 

She is gone ! 
Vain my aching spirit seeks her 

'Mong the fair, 
Bright looks greet me, but hei* glances 

Are not there ! 
'Mid the glitter of the banquet 

Lo ! her eyes. 
Like a tender planet's shining. 

Meekly rise. 
Midst the whirl of dancing figures, 

Oft her form 
Woos my clasp, a fond illusion 

Fancy — warm. 
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In tbe silence of the Temple 

Or its chaunt, 
One pale vision sads me ever 

With its haunt. 
With the anthemed praises mingle 

Her soft tone — 
And amid those crowding faees 

I'm alone. * 
Yea ! she comes where brows of beauty 

Gladness wear. 
And I meet her angel foot-prints 

Everywhere. 
Oh ! each bud her soft hand tended 

Seems to bend 
'Neath the tears of quiet sorrow 

For. a friend. 
Vowed we not, my faded flower 

Ne'er to part ? 
Thou art gone — why should /linger 

Break, my heart ! 
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EPITAPH ON A CAT. 

Stranger ! if such thou wand'rest here^ 
Indulge not in the idle jeer, 

Tread lightly on these roses, 
For here, heneath this lowly mound, 
In fitting slumbers, safe and sound, 

Grimalkin mine reposes ! 

Poor Puss I in sooth thou wert a prize, 
What tho' no ca^a-comb wise; — 

Above thee blooms the daisy; — 
Thou sleep'st as soundly as the king, 
While birds above thy requiem sing- 

Oh ! requies cat pace ! 
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THE OMNIPOTENT. 

He frowned J • 

And darkness like a pall o'erswept 
Creation's boundary. 
Tremendous silence with his iron hand 
Weighed down the Earthy and Nature's pulse 
Grew palsied ! 

He smiledf 
Earth's dizzied brain resumed itself^ 
And Nature's mighty heart throbbed high 
With joy's pulsation. 

God's peace and love^ upon the rainbow's wing 
Was tokened in the clouds. The shrunken plant 
With risen head; erect in Floral pride 
Unfurled its petals to His searching gaie. 

Sunshine was bannered /> ^ , 
All glorious o'er the world. The "flli^i^rill 
Went carolling on its pebbly way, 
While older Ocean, with a grander chord, 
Orchestraed in its loud, quintillion tones 
The hallelujah of His praise. 
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Oh ! Thou great stiller of the tempest's wrath, 
Be mine Thy smile ! so shall this broken barque 
Be wafted safelyt)'er life's boisterous sea, 
And anchor firmly and forever where 
Billows break not, nor furied storms arise ! 



REST! ANGEL, REST! 

Rest, angel, rest ! the errand's o'er 
Foe which to mortals thou didst soar ; 
Thy glances on their spirit fell 
Like dew within a parched dell, 
They saw the glory round thy head. 
And followed, where ye upward led. 
Rest, angel, rest ! Earth's atmosphere 
Weighed down thy pinions snowy fair, 
Till, fainting for thy native sky, 
Ye came where Jesus lay, to lie. 
Here rest thee, till the summons come, 
" Rise, angel, rise, thou'rt wanted home !" 
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THE LITTLE GIRL THAT DIED. 

I am all alone in the moonlight pale, 

While the shadows strangely fall, 
And a thousand shapes, like a spirit troop 

Flit darkling o'er the wall ; 
And thoughts that will brim. the heart and eye 

Come o'er me with their tide. 
And the sadly sweetest ones are those 

Of the little girl that died. 

I've watched so oft from my window seat, 

As her tiny form went by. 
That she grew at last of familiar things. 

The loveliest to mine eye ; 
And when at eve, or the sunny morn, 

She came no more, I sighed. 
And said with a pang of strange regret, 

'< Can the little girl have died V 

Oh ! her voice was as a young bird's song. 
Her laugh was a music-gush. 
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And her lip was soft, and her clieek as bright, 

As the rose in its early flush. 
I mark in the ring of her playmates all, 

Some fair, and starry-eyed, 
But there's none with the gentle joyousness 

Of the little girl that died ! 

I sometimes pause at her mother's door. 

The door of that mansion drear. 
And strive, while my own young heart is full, 

To whisper a word of cheer ; 
I tell her her bud is a blooming plant. 

In the Eden where she's fled, 
I tell her, her child is a seraph now. 

She only says, "She is dead!" 

The little sun-bonnet hangs on the rack. 
But the ringlets I look for in vain. 

They have borne her out o'er the threshold stone, 
And she'll never come back again. 

Oh ! I'll never see a cherub child. 
Some fond one's only pride. 
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But ril think of that mother's desolate hearth, 
And the little girl that died I 

And Fll miss her too, with her prattling sweet, 

Like the murmuring of a rill, 
ni miss her, too, through the livelong day. 

And the twilight dim and still ; 
And when my young kindred group are round. 

To listen at my side, 
ni weep in the midst of some fairy tide. 

For the little girl who died. 

I've the hope of a home in a fairer land. 

Where flowers bloom not to die, 
And the stars that have waned from our heaven 
below. 

Flash out in a brighter sky ! 
I shall learn why the spirit must broken be. 

And the heart be so sorely tried. 
And I know I shall meet in the angel-throng 

With the little girl that died ! 
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MY NELLIE. 

I gaze upon the buds that gem 
The blossom-bough of life's young stem, 
Save thou, I'd part with all of them, 
My Nellie ! 

Thou art the Queen in my heart's bower. 
Oh ! is therein no dew, nor shower, 
A spell to shield from Death's fell power. 
My Nellie? 

I mark thee wasting day by day. 
As brightest planets fade away, 
Thou'rt lovely even in decay 
My Nellie ! 

I soon shall list in vain the trill 
Of thy young voice's minstrel skill. 
The while the Harp-strings thou dost thrill 
My Nellie I 
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And ^neath their canopy of white, 
Thine eyes, with their fall flood of light 
Must be no more unveiled to sight, 
My Nellie ! 

And shall my star from Heaven be hurled ? 
Thy brow, where locks of jet are curled. 
Is lighted from another world, 
My Nellie I 

Thy glance so angel-like hath grown, 
So richly clear thine every tone, 
Thou seem'st for Heaven a flower full blown. 
Fair Nellie ! 

Bowed like a reed in sorrow's gale, 
I press thy hand of lily pale. 
And feel this bursting heart must fail. 
Loved Nellie I^ 

The feathered bards in joyance sing. 
Their every note my heart-strings ring, 
Thou'lt die, ere dies the fair young spring, 
Dear Nellie ! 

\ 
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Then fare-thee-'Vf ell ! if part ire most, 
Thine is a high and holier trust; 
Than here to mingle ^'dust to dust," 
My Nellie ! 

Thou'lt go where droops no saddened eye, 
Where falls no tear, where breathes no sigh, 
And Love's sweet flower can never die, 
Ah,NelHeI 

And oh ! may we be met at last. 
When my life's storm is over past. 
And I, like thee, outride the blast, 
MyNeUie! 
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EXTEMPORANEOUS. 

Beside a maiden well he loved^ 

The smitten suitor sate, 
His bashful glance the parlor roved, 

And rested last on Kate. 

A lawyer he, in forum bold 
Sage questions could propound, 

But when his love he would have told. 
No single word he found ! 

But telegraphed by aid of eyes 
His passion long had been, 

And well could gentle Kate surmise 
The answer he would win. 

The conscious blushes paint her brow 
With beauty's softest dye. 

Like flower drooping &om the bough 
She meets her lover's eye. 
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Elated Walter could but speak^ 
To reap is sower's due, 

1 plant the roses on thy cheek, 
'Tis sweet I gather too ! 



EPIGRAM. 



Quoth Edwin to a bach'lor friend, 

Who vowed he ne'er would marry, 
Take my example, Fred, and blend 

Yqur fate with some bright fairy. 
What I cried his chum, with solemn, dolorous face, 
Of wives, dear Ned, how can t/au speak in praise. 
When, (pistols, daggers, arsenic and ropes ! ) 
Yours was, you said, the knell (Nell) of all your 
hopes. 
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THE DAYS THAT CAN NEVER BE 
MORE. 



[Suggested by a recent event.] 



Does your mind ever wander, my Rosalie dear, 

To the days of thy fair childhood back, 
And recall the blithe youth who was rambling forever 

On thy fleet footstep's fairy- like track ? 
Is the stroll thro' the thicket where wild berries grew, 

And the sports of our wood-circled grot, 
Where the wreaths that I wove thee were gemmed 
with the dew. 

Oh I are all these sweet memVies forgot ! 

Not by me unremembered, those sun lighted hours 

That garland and perfume the past; 
They are vased in my spirit, the loveliest flowers 

E'er garnered from Time's blighting blast ! 
I've seen the old homestead, my Rosalie dear, 

Returned for awhile to its shade, 
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And have trodden eacli nook, where, a gay, laughing 
pair, 
The games of our childhood were played. 

It is changed ! ah ! his changed, and sad solitude 
reigns 

Where Rosa so late was the queen. 
And decay, the stern empress, is weaving her chains 

O'er all that gave charms to the scene. 
The porch-stone is mantled with bramble and grass. 

And the woodbine that trellised the shed. 
With its rich gift of shadow, is torn from its clasp. 

And the rose that you planted is dead ! 

The low-bending grape vine, that served for a swing. 

And the oak that it wedded is gone. 
And the moss bank, so emerald, our seat at the spring, 

Shares the fate of the sweet-scented thorn. 
Yet most thine own presence, oh ! lovely and dear, 

I missed from the grove and the dale ; 
If a crowd without thee were but lonely and drear, 

How desolate then were the vale ? 
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But another, more worthy, is calling thee bride, 

And I wake from my dream to despair, 
' I must whelm in the lethe of oblivion's tide 

All thought of thee, Rosalie dear. 
And oh I should some careless lip whisper you yet. 

That my mock'ry of being is o'er; 
Let those bright eyes a moment but dim with regret 

For the days that can never be more ! 



FAREWELL. 

Barewell ! thou sad, sweet symphony. 

Wed to music and to tears — 
So fraught with tenderest sympathy. 

Of fondness and of fears. 

Farewell, dear friend ! I leave thee, 

For the woods in summer bloom, 

For the hill and the dale with their flow'rets, 

That the forest air perfume. 
5* 
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Bat soon may sunny meeting 
Clouds of absence all dispel. 

And tbe gladsome smiles of greeting 
Chase the sad steps of farewell. 

Yet if no more I meet thee, 
As I've met thee oft below, 

Nor with words of fondness greet thee 
In the gorgeous autumn's glow. 

Oh ! believe that still I linger 
Ever near with guardian eye, 

And behold my beckoning finger 
Pointing upward to the sky ! 
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THE BLIND FLOWER GIRL. 

She was a fair young maiden, 

With ringlets leafy-brown, 
Whose folds in sunlight glittered 

Like jewels in a crown. 

Her brow was pure as marble. 
Her cheek outblushed the rose. 

And her lips were tinged with the crimson 
Of daylight's gorgeous close. 

Her eyes — oh ! a world of beauty 
Methought must slumber therey 

And I deemed those snowy eyelids 
Veiled orbs of lustre rare. 

But from my earnest glances 

The long, silk lashes bid 
The diamonds Fancy pictured 

Beneath the folded lid. 
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And I watched to see them open 
With a flush of glorious light — 

Oh ! on that young giri's vision then^ . 
Could it be there was a blight ? 

She seemed to know the feelings 
That were fleeting thro' my mind, 

And murmured, as she wreathed my buds, 
Ah ! I'm blind, dear lady, blind ! 
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A TOMB OF FLOWERS. 

Away with the marble's callous heart, 

By the chisel rent in twain. 
It may glow ^neath the sculptor's hand of art, 

But not with the mourner's pain. 
Ah, no ! it were fitter far to cull 

A wreath from the wild-wood bowers. 
They are types of her pure young radiant soul, 

Oh I build ye her tomb of flowers. 
Let the white rose and violet jewel her breast 

For they were the blooms that our darling loved 
best. 
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EPITAPH ON MRS, FANNY SARGENT 
OSGOOD. 

'Neath this pure slab affection raises 
Lies worth deserving angel praises, 
In vain the poet's skill essayeth, 
The harp her hand no longer swayeth, 
'Twould but respond with tuneless quiver 
To fingers that its mute strings shiver. 
And sound in broken tones of weeping 
A requiem o'er the loved one sleeping. 

She passed away as song-bird fleeteth, 
No more her lay our rapt ear greeteth, 
Yet dry the tear her absence weepeth 
It is not here the spirit sleepeth, 
To her the priceless boon is given, 
To add one harp-string more to Heaven. 

There evermore she trills the numbers, 
Where voice fails not, nor anthem slumbers, 
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While herey in tones all sorrow broken, 
We breathe the words her lips hath spoken, 
And fame, with out spread pinions hovers 
Above the turf her bosom covers. 



EMMELINA HARRY. 

The cupid darts your glances flash, 
No mortal e'er could parry — 

Deal gently with the vanquished hearts. 
Sweet Emmelina Harry. 

Thine eyes are radiant as the moon, 
When stars are lost to vision, 

And round your ruby tinted mouth 
There hangs a smile elysian. 

Your tresses are of sunbeams wove, 
Your cheeks are blushing roses. 

And shining rows of snowy pearl 
Your parted lip discloses. 
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The enyions fair a Venus own 
Both in yonr form and feature, 

While sighing beanx protest alond, 
'^ The dear delicions creatnre." 

Gome snitors rally to your post ! 

(This is no time to tarry,) 
Or Hymen's clutch will rend "from you 

La belle, hir Emma Harry ! 

Oh ! may thei/ bloom a mated pair, 
In sunshine, and thro' shower, 

While Tie the oak to shield from harm, 
And she the twining flower I 

And when death taps upon Ats brow 

With fingers soft as fairy, 
Oh ! lay him 'mong the violets 

Where sleeps his Emma Harry ! 
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TO A BLUE BIRD. 

Thou hast lingered in tby coming; 

Bird of the azure wing, 
Say where hast Ihou been roaming, 

Thou idle thoughtless thing ? 

In climes 'mid orange blossoms. 
With bright eyes sparkling near. 

Gushed forth thy gladsome music 
Upon the ambient air ? 

Until, thy song entrancing, 
Some fair beguiled thy stay, 

And chained thy lightsome pinion 
From greenwood far away ? 

But ah ! not long ;my wanderer, 
Thy gentle tones trilled free — 

A cage tho' formed of wiry gold, 
Was prison still to thee I 
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And didst thou pine my birdie, 
For haunts o'er ocean blue, 

For bough, and bud, and blossom. 
Familiar to thy view; 

And one who watched thy coming 
Each Spring's return to see, 

With crumb, and childish offering 
And nest smoothed down for thee ? 

Then rest thee, free from chiding, 
My meek eyed, blue plumed bird. 

With joy for thy returning 

My young hearts chords are stirred, 

Thou'rt welcome as the harbinger 
Of home, to sailor sad — 

As light in hour of darkness. 
And smiles of loved ones glad. 
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THE EARLY SAINTED. 

The rose upon her placid cheek 

Hath caught a deeper bloom, 
As clouds are brightest when they seek 

The evening's sun-gilt tomb, 
The "heaven of heavens" is in her heart, 

Its clear light in her eye, 
In scenes of Earth she hath no part. 

Her gaze is on the sky. 

She hath no longing for the strife 

That ruder natures dare, 
She covets not the boon of life 

That chains the being here ; 
She heeds them not — the true who bow, 

Before her peerless shrine ; — 
Upon her glorious, uptjimed brow 

She wears a love divine : 

And not the purest flame that burns. 
Within the manly soul, 
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Can give the bliss for which she yearns 
Nor turn from that high goal. 

And Fame — the fame that eager hands 
Would twine around her brow, 

Is prizeless as the withered bands 
That deck the Autumn bough — 

Her view is on a brighter crown 

Than fading mortals weave, — 
Think ye to lure a planet down, 

Its kindred stars to leave ? 
Let her depart ! forbid her not 

With sinful sighs and tears — 
Oh ! friends, she hath a blessed lot — 

Joy, joy, undimmed by fears ! 
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THRENODY 

ON THE DEATH OF MRS. MILLARD FILLMORE. 

Ye have mourned in the forest's stillnesS; 

O'er the Oak and the proud Elm^s fall, 
And spread o'er the Pine in its glory* 

The clods as an earthly pall ; 
With the tramp of a Nation's footsteps, 

And the roll of the muffled drum, 
The great and the wise and the mighty 

To their long, last slumber come. 

But now for i^e flower faded, 

Bise dirges, soft, and low 
And the heart's low requiem music 

Keeps time to the tear-drops flow! 
Aye ! & flower, in prime of blossom^ 

Winning homage as a queen, 
Yet meek in her bloom as the violet 

That hides 'neath its leafy screen. 

• Clay, Calhoiiii, Webster. 
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Lay her to rest; with the buds she loved best 
Weaving above her their beautiful nest ! 

'-/- ... 

A favored one, the world bestowed 

On thee full a many a token. 
And eager friendship twined thy heart 

Whose strings were yet unbroken, 
A husband's fame — (to such as thou 

What triumph could be dearer ?) 
Reflected through thy woof of life 

A sheen, than diamonds fairer. 

But midst of joys unwith'ring still. 

And honors borne so meekly, 
He came, whose fierce, o'ermastering skill 

Proves e'en hvf^s strong arms weakly ! 
Yet should we weep thi^t thou hast won 

A meed Earth ne'er hath given ? — 
Transferred from lofty halls below 

To loftier hoMs in Heaven! 
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LINES. 



[Originally dedicated to Professor R.] 



The palsied tongue in vain would speak^ 
The burning thoughts that roll, 

Like fiery lava, in their tide 
Sweeping away the soul. 

And thus we strive to check the tear, 

To hush the rising sigh, 
And be the same blithe, joyous thing 

As when in days gone by. 

But feelings smit by early grief, 
Grow callous, bleak and cold. 

And like a leaf untimely seared 
We're prematurely old ! 

We rove amid the laughing throng 
We mingle in their glee, 
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Yet oft the pale lip murmuTS low 
" Beloved where are ye." 

The spring is forth with gift of flowers, 

Rich jewelling the vale, 
The yi'let breathes her sweet perfume 

The lilac scents the gale. 

" Why comes she not ? the beautifol" 
Complains the white-winged bird, 

And with his saddening melody 
The wild-wood depths are stirred. 

I see the hawthorn blossoming, 
I mark the jessamine gem, 

The mossy dell she used to haunt ; — 
Why comes she not with them ? 

Alas ! the moonlight on the stream 
Shines coldly as the wave — 

There comes a faint voice whispering 
She slumbers in the grave. 



6 
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Seek her no more beside the fount, 

Where she was wont to sit, 
Seek her no more within the grove 

Her step has hallowed it. 

Nor touch the lute her soft hand woke. 

Thine heart it will but wring, 
To listen to its tuneless note 

To mark its mouldered string. 

But seek her in her low, lone couch, 

Beneath the aspen tree ; 
The evening star her sentinel, 

The winds her lullaby. 

Her^s was a nature formed too fine 

To brook a mortal's doom ; 
Those fragile^ harp strings could not bear 

The slightest weight of gloom. 

So soft the zephyr kissed her brow, 
And waved her sun-lit hair; 
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She never dreamed the world wns/al^y 
She only saw 'twas/atV/ 

But clouds came o'er that joyous soul, 

And shadows o'er the brain, 
She fainted not beneath the rod, 

But smiled amid her pain. 

She died — ^her heart strings twined around, 

The idol that had smote, 
And gave to him who scorned the gift 

Her last, sweet, trembling note. 

Ah ! since her gentle spirit passed, 

My beacon light removed ; 
I wander joyless 'mong the gay. 

Where are ye, my beloved? 
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IN MEMORY OF 

MARGARET MILLER DAVIDSON, 

rhat loTely daughter of the Mnse, who so early exchanged the lyre and 

coronal of earth, for the harp irhoie chorda can never fidl, 

the wreath whose brightness eternity may not dim.. 



"Bring flowers 1 thus said the lovely song, 

And shall they not be brought 
For her who linked the offering 

With feeling and with thought.''— Miss Lanson. 



Buds for the brow of the early dead ! 

Buds white and rare ; 
Flowers around her their perfume to shed^ 

To pale ^mid her hair. 
Are the J not emblems of her who hath past 

Star-like away, 
Glorious and beautiful unto the last, 

Mocking decay. 
She with her feelings as firesh as the dew 



And hei^oung spirit undying and true, 
E'en to the close. 
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She^ with an ocean of sparkling thought 

Swelling her breast, 
Poured out in the song which her God hath taught 

To Eden's blest. 
And the harp that was warm with an heavenly touch 

Clasped in her hand ; 
Thus she went forth as an angel home 

To her natiye land ? 
Then weave ye a wreath of her sisterhood, 

Pale blossom and bloom, 
' Those which have peopled the solitude 

And brightened its gloom. 
For like to a lily in arid lands, 

^Mong thistle and thorn. 
Where the wing of the siroc its incense fans, 

As it rushes on ; 
So maid of the high and lofty lyre, 

To earth wert thou — 
We may look in vain for a kindred fire — 

Cold is thy brow I 
But We mourn no more thy melody. 

Fair seraph bard — 
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Naught is this world's delight to thee, 

Thou hast thy reward. 
Oh ! the universe, with its wealth of fame 

In one bright crown, 
Circling its radiance in living flame, 

Could'nt tempt thee down ; 
Ah, no I Oh, no I for the deathless soul. 

With yearnings high. 
With us may never find the goal — 

Its home is the sky ! 
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WILT THOU GO WITH ME. 



Tis related of a young lady who lay on her death bed, that appalled 
by the shadows of the dark valley, she turned yearning to her mother, 
exdaiming " Mother, dear Mother will you not go with me ? " her sobs 
and tears were the only answer. She then turned to her Father with 
the same earnest, mournful question. *' Alas ! my child, it cannot be,** 
was the sad reply. She lay silently wrestling witiii the King of Terrors, 
at length a sudden radiance Hushed over her white features, a light till 
then unseen, streamed through the dark vistas of the shadowed valley I 
with her lustrous eyes ''steadfastly fixed upon Heaven," she murmured 
" Thou wilt go with me Saviour, I fear not," and gently fell asleep in 
Jesus. 



I go J I go I no loDger may I linger 

'Neath the cool shadowing of our household tree, 
This, this is death, I see his beckoning finger — 

I go, dear mother, wilt thou go with me ? 

Alas ! my child, my only, first and fairest, 

Would I coidd bear thee thro' the darkling gloom 

On this fond breast, where pillowed oft my dearest, 
Thy cheek hath rested in its infant bloom. 

Ah ! it is grief! this sudden, wild entwining 
Of tender ties, that link thee to my heart; 
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But for one boon my spirit's vainly pining, 
To die with thee were better than to part. 

Thou canst not, Mother ? ever dear and loving, 
Thou canst not. Father ? ever fond and true — 

A nameless horror o'er my soul is hoVring, 
This dark vale's phantoms thicken on my view. 

How can I stem this deeply rolling ocean? 

How breast the wave, whose billows, rising high, 
O'erwhelm the heart with terror's wild emotion. 

No star to guide, no answer to my cry? 

Hush ! Hark ! That music o'er my spirit stealing. 
Like Angel pinions scattering balmy dew; 

Say, whence this calm, this blessed peace, revealing 
Of him who trode the vale, for sinners, through? 

I feel the sign, I know the glorious token, 
That seals my brow with happiness divine. 

Oh ! take my heart ! all bruised and sorrow-broken, 
I lay it, trustful, on thy bleeding shrine. 
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Farewell my vine, around whose fragrant blooming, 
Bird, Bee and Butterfly may roam at will, 

I leave thee gladly, in Spring's rich illuming, 
Oh ! Earth is lovely — Heaven is lovelier stiU ! 

I go ! I go ! contentedly resigning 

The world, its pleasures, and its purest glee, 

Death's vale is lighted with thy beacon's shining, 
I fear not. Saviour, Thou wilt go with me ! 
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NETTIE. 

I know a maiden, violet- eyed, 
With ringlets glossed and jetty. 

You'd fancy her a Peri bright, 
But mortals call her ^^ Nettie." 

In form she's graceful as a fay. 

Her lips a Cupid token, 
And can you marvel, gentle friends, 

To hear some hearts she's broken ? 

But wedded life is woman's doom. 

Pout much as beauty chooses ; 
Then maiden pause before caprice, 

The genial heart refuses. 

A flower on the bridegroom's breast, 
(He'll call it " None-so-Pretty 1") 

Must bloom at no far distant day. 
This gentle^ fair young Nettie. 
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SPRING. 

Thou hast come^ thou hast come^ with thy buds and 

bloom, 
The wild-wood flowers are breathing perfume, 
And afer in the dell, where the zephyrs play. 
The blue bird is warbling his roundelay. 
The earth is all green, and the sky all blue. 
Pencilled out in an ocean of violet hue. 
While over its azure, at intervals gleam, 
Bright cloudlets, as pure as an angel's dream. 

Aye ! scatter thy beauties in valley and grot. 
Lend freshness and fragrance to every spot. 
But within the seared soul ye may never twine 
The blooming tendrils of Hope's young vine, 
We are changed, we are changed since we met ye 

last, 
Our loved ones have withered 'neath Death's wintry 

blast. 
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Ye may murmur in vain for the sunny Lair, 

That woo'd with its brightness the wandering air, 

In vain for the coral lip ye seek, 

Ye may bring no flush to the faded cheek — 

Ye have passed o'er the brow of the early dead, 

And the pale, silent sleeper, woke not to your tread ! 

Thy flowers are scentless, thy roses are pale. 
And cheerless the music that floats on the gale. 
The eyes that were starry, the smiles that were bright, 
Have vanished like gems from the brow of the night; 
Our hearts are like wrecks that blacken the wave, 
And we pine to lie down in the silent grave. 

Thou hast come, thou hast come, with thy buds and 

bloom. 
Ye bring me but garlands to wreath round the tomb« 
Be^tore my young spirit its idols back. 
Or bear me away o'er the heavenward track, 
Where the flowers are garnered from canker and 

blight, 
And sorrow can darken no more with its night ! 
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TO AN "IMPROMPTU SUNBEAM OF A 
CREATURE." 

I would I were the flower that blooms 

Beneath thy lustroxis gaze, 
That feels the sunlight of thine eyes, 

And needs no other rays ! 

Oh ! would I were the star that shines 
More bright when thou art by, 

And shames in brilliance every gem 
That lights the eyening sky! 

I would I were the bird whose lay 

Is warbled all to thee, 
And dreameth not of prison bars, 

Or longing to be free ! 

I'd twine thy brow, Fd wreath thy hair, 

With beauty and perfume. 
And not a plant of earthly root 

My blossoms should out-bloom ! 
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I'd burn with such a dazzling beam 

As but thine eyes might bear, 
And rays so softly bright to thee, 

Should common visions sear ! 

Fd sing in such melodious strains 

As e'en thy ear might woo, 
And in the songster's language tell 

A tender tale, and true ! 

I'd twine, I'd shine, I'd warble too. 

In spirit-melting tone. 
And all these marvels, merry Kate, 

For thee, and thee alone ! 



134 FORGET-ME-NOTS. 

LINES. 



Elicited by the sad &te of the Countess Ossoli, (better known to the 
literary world as Mabgarkt Fdlleb,) who, together with her husband 
and child, in returning from Italy, was wrecked on the coast, and per- 
ished in sight of land. 

And thou to whom the muses gave 

A lute of such rare spell, 
Reclinest in a tombless grave, 

'Neath surging billows swell ! 
For pillow to thy lofty brow 

The sea-weed serveth all, 
And ocean waves above thee now 

Spread out a boundless pall ! 

Oh, Sea ! thou hast a glorious prize. 

Than diamonds lovelier far, 
A being in whose lustrous eyes 

Shone genius like a star ! 
And cradled in thy placid breast, 

Now heaveless as the sky. 
Ye rock that gifted one to rest 

With soft-breathed lullaby. 
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And kiss her lips of coral hue, 

Her eyelids veined snow, 
And from her forehead, fair to view. 

The wreathing tresses blow. 
Forever in thy jealous clasp, 

Unwon by calm or storm. 
Why mockest thou the wooing grasp 

That seeks her shroudless form ? 

Vain, vain the triumph thou didst gain. 

At death she proudly smiled, 
And only uttered one sad plain — 

" My husband, and my child ! " 

And yet methinks, if o'er her dead. 

The rose and violet bent. 
Less bitter were the tears we shed 

For her glad music spent ! 
But ah ! our footsteps vainly seek 

Some mark above the wave. 
We only know, we only speak — 

" She hath an ocean grave ! " 
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Sweet lays of home — ^her own dear home, 

Her every heart-chord stirred, 
She yearned again its paths to roam, 

Where youth flew like a bird — 
And from Italians flowery grove. 

Where homage woo'd her stay, 
She sought the proud clime of her love, 

O'er billows far away. 

On, on that gallant vessel swept. 

Its pennons gaily flew, 
And soon, to tireless watches kept, 

Columbia glads the view. 
And now each eager eye flashed bright. 

And hearts with hope beat high. 
When lo ! like an untimely night, 

Dark lowering grew the sky; — 

And loud, in tones of wild despair. 

The dread alarm is given — 
^^ The crew must share a watery bier. 

Our gallant bark is riven ! " 
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Then thrilled a crash — ^like din of war 

The battling waters rose, 
And few that morning's dawn who saw, 

E'er lived to see its close ! 

Dismayless to the wreck she clung. 

Her hand like flag outwaved, 
One only cry her pale lips wrung, 

" Oh ! loved ones, are ye saved ? '' 
Unanswered was that plaintive cry, 

Her brow, by rude waves fanned. 
Sank 'neath the wave, and mournfully 

She died in si/j/ht of land I 
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OF ONE WHO FELL AT MONTEREY. 

Aye, Lg is gone ! Oh ! never more^ 
Awakening to the cannon's roar, 
Shall his strong arm deal blow for blow, 
And triumph o'er his country's foe. 

His heart in softest mould was formed. 
Its pulse by love and pity warmed ; 
He valued Peace, but deemed it shame. 
Preferred above a Nation's Fame I 

He fought, the bravest of the brave — 
He fought and won a warrior's grave ! 
" Pause not for me," he nobly cried, 
"On, on to victory! " and died I 

Oh I there was one who watched for him. 
Till brow grew pale and eye grew dim. 
And her young spirit almost broke 
When first she learned grief's bitterest stroke. 
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'' The smiling moon the sun hath met, 
The stars are in the blue sky set/' 
Rich music-tones upon the sea, 
And spring-time blooms, but where is he ? 

Oh ! he is lost to thee — to all, 

His sword hangs resting on the wall ; 

Thy sun is set^^ thy star is fled — 

Well may thy heart break — he is dead ! 



A MARIE, MA COUSINE. 

Ch^re Mae ! why should you wake the lyre 

Fd vowed for e'er must slumber. 
Why bid me seek for gems of song 

Amid my brain's vast lumber? 
'Twere vain the search ! no diamond there 

Could Argus eye discover, 
Nor jewel, fitted for the gift 

Of poet or of lover. 
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Ah ! could I haply now but catch 

The favoring inspiration, 
My muse should thrill thy spirit chords 

In strains of rare creation ; 
This, too, were vain, and ipy poor lute 
, Lies tuneless, mute and broken, 
It scarce hath music in its tones 

Of love to give one token. , 

Yet critic coz, forgive the rhyme. 

In pity I implore thee, 
Nor deem you that my heart is cold, 

Nor cloud-like change come o'er me. 
Believe that on my memory's shrine, 

Thy name is graved forever, 
Ye need not bid me think of thee, 

I can forget thee never ! 

Bliss be thine own, and with thy fate 

The iris hue be blended, 
And Hope's bright beacon light thy path 

Till life's vain strife be ended, 
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Then, when the silver chord is loosed, 

And every earth link riven, 
May angels guide thy white-robed soul 

To some high seat in Heaven ! 



WEEP! FRIENDS, WEEP! 

Weep, friends weep I 

Let me catch the tear-drop's flow, 
It my rose-paled cheeks like dew may steep, 

And cool my hot brow of its glow. 

Ah ! weep, weep, weep I 

Dear ones, it is sweet to feel 
That by my side your watch ye'd keep 

In woe alike as in weal ! 

And to know that affection's tears 
Will moisten the sods of my tomb. 

Kissing the lip that the violet rears, 
And bursting the rose to its bloom ! 
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I bless ye for the dower 

Of this thine heart's bright rain, 

Welcome as unto parched buds the shower, 
Or stars in thp twilight's wane ! 

For Oh ! 'tis a token true, 

Not vainly have I poured 
The sparkling wine of my heart for you, 

The dearly loved, the adored ! 

But that when on my breast 

The dull, cold earth-clods lie, 
Thou'lt cherish me still as thy spirit's guest. 

Enshrined in thy memory. 

Ah ! yes, I'll be with thee, 

Dear friends, when life is o'er, 
And ye'll weep again when ye list the strain. 

My harp may awaken no more ! 



FORaBT-ME-NOTS. 143 

IMPROMPTU LINES 

UPON LEARNING THE DEATH OF MRS. R. S. G. 



*<She hath gone from among you, the young, the fait, 
Ye hare lost the gleam of her shining hair."— Hxmaits. 



And she hath gone ! the beautiful 
Hath passed from out your view, 

As stars wane out from evening's brow, 
Or fades from flowers the dew. 

They gather round the shrouded form, 
Young maidens in their bloom, 

^Twas late she stood among their band 
Now weep they at her tomb I 

Oh I death ! couldst find no sweeter prize, 

Less lovely, and beloved. 
Thai from the olasp that circled her 

Their idol thou'st removed. 
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Alas ! thou most unpitying 

Affection's loftiest fame^ 
Hath yanished 'neath thy withering touch 

Like phantoms from the hrain. 

And yet ye dreamed no blight o'er Tier 
Could steal its baleM power — 

Ye waken to your startling grief, 
Where is your cherished flower ? 

Not here ! not here ! the darkened breath 

With gloom is eloquent, 
The music of those tones is hushed, 

The last sweet not^ is spent. 

Perchance ye listen for her step, 

Perchance the opening door, 
Galls up her image as a strain 

Yet echoing tho' no more. 

But ah I in vain ye watch for her 
In vain ye wildly call. 
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Her footsteps ne'er shall sound again 
In her loved parent-hall ! 

Yet from the scenes pale mem'ry weeps, 
The haunts where she hath trod — 

Lift up to Heaven your yearning gaze, 
She liveth with her God ! 

Sleep sweetly in thy grassy couch, 

Thou fair and gentle one ! 
Rest flower ! in thy blossom nipt. 

Life's task so early done I . 

And the chaste essence &om each load 

And earthly fetter free, 
Ascends, forevermore to blend 

With immortality. 
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THE BKIDE OF ATTILA. 

Pale flowers twining, bright gems shining 

In the midnight of her hair, 
In her beauty, to stern duty 

Sacrificial offering rare. 

With her smiling, all beguiling, 

All deceiving with her glee, 
Oh ! they deemed not, Oh ! they dreamed not 

Of the tears they might not see I 

On that fair brow, there is naught now 

Of the spirit's canker care. 
But the heart bore, on its deep core, 

Surer signet of despair ! 

She was fated, him the hated. 

To proclaim her bosom's lord. 
Yet no falter at the altar 

Told how bitter was the word. 



FORaET-ME-NOTS. 147 

CaJmlj kneeling, with all feeling, 

Banished from that speaking face^ 
Unregretful — all forgetM 

Save of courage for her race. 

Pride hath armed her — vengeance charmed her 

With its wild, unholy thought — 
With but one blow, endeth her woe, 

Comes the freedom Eomans sought I 

Chide not, maiden I Wert thou laden 
With such grief as that young hearty 

Nerved by sorrow, steeled to horror, 
Thine might be a self-same part ! 

Crushed and blighted I Hope-benighted ! 

In life's dewy, fragrant mom, 
Sire, mother, friend and lover. 

From thy wild embraces torn ; — 

None to favor, none to save her 

From a doom than death more drear. 
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Urged by sadness, stung to madness 
She hath lost the woman's fear — [ 

And that soft hand, dares what Eome's band, 1 
Of the bravest well might dread ; 

'Neath her dagger see him stagger — 
Lo I the tyrant 'mong the dead ! 

Hush I no praises ! sofb ! she raises 

Up to God her tearful eyes ; 
•Oh I she needs not — Hush I she heeds not 
Your applauding sacrifice. 

Now remorse her conscience teareth, 
Grief her smitten bosom seareth," 
And no ray from Heaven cheereth 

The dark midnight of her breast. 
What to her those anthems echoing, 
Sees she but grim phantoms beckoning. 
Hears one word — " Prepare thy reckoning, 

To the Murderess is no rest!'' 
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I'M EVER NEAR THEE, LOVE. 

I'm ever near thee, love, 

In waking or in sleeping, 
As surely as the stars above. 

Their watch for aye are keeping. 
Bright Phoebus, through the day. 

Outshines the lesser planet, 
But care hath still her constant star 

For those who will but scan it. 

I'm ever near thee, love. 

Not that I e'er could doubt thee, 
But so my heart hath grown to thine. 

Life were not life without thee ! 
I fling away all pride, 

One only wish I cherish, 
'Tis in thy thorny lot to share. 

And by thy side to perish ! 
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TO ONE UNWORTHY. 

Farewell ! I speak the word 
Th J fate and mine most seal^ 

Nor think thou that my heart is stirred 
With anguish thou most feel ! 

'Tis thine to suffer all 

The guerdon of thine art; 
Without one pang, at duty's call, 

I tore thee from my heart. 

Had'st tljou been pure and good, 

And changeless eyen now, 
I might the angel voice withstood 

That bade me break ike vow. 

But I have proved thee false, 
And spurn thee from my breast, 

Go, join in life's gay giddy waltz, 
Its fever and unrest ; 
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Quaff deep the ruddy wine, 

To drown thy blushing shame. 
And offer on Love's passing shrine 

A heart each smile may claim. 

Nor check the rising vow 

With one wild thought of me, 
My bosom scorns thy power now — 

I'm happy — ^I am/rce / 



DAY IS DAWNING. 

Day is dawning ! wearied watcher 
By the fevered couch of pain, 

Bless its gleaming, for it bringcth 
Freshened hope of life again. 

Day is dawning I toil worn sailor 
Tost upon the maddened wave. 

Hail the light that points the breaker, 
Rescuing from a watery grave ! 
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Day is dawning ! woimded soldier 
Mid the carnage left to die, 

Cheer thee ! for the mom revealeth, 
Sympathy and friendship nigh. 

Day is dawning ! struggling Christian, 
On thy donbt-besetting way, 

See ! the phantoms of Apollyon 
Flee beneath the blaze of day 

Day is dawning ! child of sorrow, 
Lo ! its tokens dimly far — 

Nay ! 'tis darker, and from Heaven, . 
Dieth out the last pale star. 

Ah ! but noteth not thy vision 
In the east the glim' ring dawn ? 

Cheer thee weeper ! night is ending, 
Joy! it cometh with the morn. 
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FRAGMENT OF A FUNERAL ODE. 

Warrior, with laureled brow 

And towering crest, 
Thou too must yield and bow 

To death's behest I 

Man of the iron soul 

And world-chained thought, 
This life thine only goal 

And Heaven unsought ; 

Poet, with lofty mind. 

Yearned out in dreams, 
Lovely but undefined 

As meteor gleams; — 

Youth, with the whispered tone 

Of fame elate, 
Visioning deeds unknown. 

Proud, noble, great ! 



154 FORGET-ME-NOTS. 

Maid; with the rose lips^ warm 

With the bridal vow, 
Bowing with thrilling form 

At the altar now; — 

Ye aU must soon ^ye heed 

To the Smiter's call, 
And prond hopes gain one meed, 

The pall, the pall I 

Then haste thee, in manhood's glow. 

And beauty's bloom. 
Old age with the steps that go, 

Swift toward the tomb. 

Oh ! bow with reverent knee " 

Low on this sod, 
And the gift of thine heart will be 

Received of God ! 
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TO WILLIE IN HEAVEN. 

I gaze upon thy pictured form, 

Thou fair, sweet child, and strive to cheat 

My fancy with the soothing thought 

Thou art not dead ! 

And art thou dead ! Will those rich crimson lips 

Like ripened fruit, so tempting in their blush, 

Ope never more with music ? ne'er again 

The signet of thy love imprint ? 

Shall those bright eyes 
Uncurtain never to my asking gaze ? 
Those tiny hands, my loftiest task to lift, 
Clasped, up to Heaven, when thy tender mind 
I earliest taught to praise ; — 

Will they meet 
In soft caress of her thou calledst mother. 
Never more? — ^must e'en her voice. 
Whose slightest whisper ever won 
Sweet smiles and apt response from thee, 
Unheard, unanswered be, forevermore ? 
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There was no tie 
Of kindred in the chords that bound 
My heart so closely to thine own, 
But yet there dwelt such spell, 
Sweet darling, in thy winsome loving ways. 
That were I stoic, my stern, ice-like heart 
Must needs have melted 'neath thy tenderness. 

But thou — thou wast not formed 
For earth's abode, its mysteries and griefs. 
The light that coronaled thy drooping brow. 
Like seraph's glory, spoke of purer climes. 
Short was thy sojourn — soon our welcome changed 
To tears of parting, and the farewell wail. 
Nay, shall we mourn thee ? Thou art happier now, 
" ChUd of the angel wing," thou'st but returned 
Home to thy Heaven, and to thy parent €h>d ! 
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EXTRACT FROM "lANTHE," 

AN UNPUBLISHED POEM. 



- And earth hath not 



An emblem of devotedness like her's.*' — ^Willis. 



Thou tell'st me to forget ! peace I peace ! 
Man, man may cast aside affection 
Lightly^ as flower wreaths, and coldly spurn 
The heart he has unyirgined. 
But woman, woman, do believe me, hers 
Is not the love a shade may change, 
A breath annihilate I 

'Tis delicate and shrinking, but outlasts all else, 
A plant to which earth hath not found compare. 
Coeval only with the unwith'ring tree that aye 
O'erhangs blest Eden's fount with bright, immortal 
bloom. 

Seek ye a proof of love so vaunted ? 
It needs not we should thread 
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The vista of the past, and bid behold 
The Grecian virgin, or the Eoman dame — 
Our era, and our own, young sunny land 
Bear full exemplars of her faith and truth. 
Woman, true woman is in every clime 
The same, same miracle the poet names ; 
She, with unwearied foot would toil the Alps 
To reach a flower which you had said you loved ; 
Or, if as test of her heart's fearless tenderness, 
Ye bid her mount far Etna's scorching brow, 
And wait thy coming, the great deed 
Of dizziness and terror would be briefly done, 

So firm her trust in thee ! 
Wrong her by jealousy, dissimulation and neglect 
That wounds than spears more deeply ; — 
Scoff her high faith — ^revile her with harsh words, 
And turn with scorning from oblations rare, 
Forth from her heart's treasury she brings. 
And spareless, heaps upon thy shrine. 
Yet when your worst is done — aye, more. 
If such could be, she is not quite estranged. 
Ye have not ground to nothingness the one 
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Sole gem her bosom hoardeth ever 
With miser care ! 

Go trueless one ! 
Make me thy boon companion's jest^ and call 
The pitying sneer from careless lip, as meet 
Reward for her, who, in some silly dream 
Of wild presumption, fancied thou coulds't love. 

Aye I go ! 
False; faithless as the beacon light that fades 
When most the struggling barque hath need 
Of its bright cheer ! but Oh ! remember now, 
In the gay throng, who give thee smiling greeting, 
There is no heart-chord can respond to thine 
So truly as mine own I 

Farewell I I meant not to upbraid, 
But Oh ! the feelings caverned in the heart, 
Like torrents checked, when free from their restraint. 
As fiery steeds kept back, will rush at will 
O'er the mind's waste j and yet to say adieu, 
Base as I own thee, curdles back the blood " ' 

From the warm fountain of the smitten heart. 
And brands the brain with fearfalness. 
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I have bade farewell 
Oft when we've parted, with a calm, free tone, 
And words of hope — the gladsome, dew-like though 
Of quick re-union my sad spirit bathed, 
And I was happy in the parting hour. 
But now — false, faithless, and yet dearly loved, 
I droop, I faint for thy sustaining voice 
To thrill this gloom with joy ! 
What have I said ? Away ! this weakness base ! 
Shall 7, an heiress of a baron's house, 
The woo'd of nobles — stoop to sue of ih^ 
A kindly tone ? No, in my robe of pride 
I'll garment my faint spirit, veil my woe, 
Bound from thy faithless gaze ! 
This struggle has been borne too long, 
Too long protracted — now be steel my heart! 
lanthe wills, and shall it not be so ? 
It shall ! I spurn thee from my strengthened heart, 
Tear every link that binds my being round 
With thoughts of thee, and blot forever out 
The tablets thou hast traced. 
Thus have I vowed, but ah ! my woman^s heart 
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Melts oft as frozen, and the tide within 

Swells up, and breaks the icy barrier ! 

Oh ! fare-thee-well, and if some season hence. 

Those steps, whose first faint echo reached 

My eager ear, whose parting sound 

Still lingered, though thou wert not near — 

Should they assail the stillness of my grave, 

Thou' It pause, perchance, awhile with humid eye, 

And mark, remorsefully, how well, at length, 

I've learnt the lesson of forgetfulness. 



162 FORGET-ME-NOTS. 



ACROSTIC. 



The writer did not deem the following ohildish effusions, (so little 
worthy of the theme) deserving a place among her maturer prodnctions, 
and her only apology for their appearance here, will have to be the poor 
author's oft repeated one, viz : " The solicitations of friends.** 



Hail ! mighty patriot ! statesman wise and just^ 
Exalted highest in a nation's trusty 
Noblest in mind; in spirit and in heart, 
Eude envy 'gainst thee vainly spends her art ; 
Your actions, pure as some unwritten scroll. 

Cast back the falsehood on th* accuser's soul ! 
Long may'st thou live, thy country's pride and stay, 
And when death shrouds at last thy glorious day, 
Young, old, and all, shall bless the name of Clay ! 
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ACROSTIC. 



Joy • joy to the^ ! whose earnest, true devotion 
Of noble spirit to thy country's cause. 
Hath scorned the clash of partisan commotion, 
Nor swerved from justice for the mob's applause. 

May thickening honors round thy brow be twining, 
Culled as meet guerdons for thy lofty worth ; 
Long on the page where Stori/s deeds are shining, 
Exalted be thou, excellent of earth ! 
And while proud history blazons Catc>s fame. 
Not unremembered be thy purer name ! 
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MURMURS OF THE DYING. 



"Through woods that shadowed our first years, to rove, 

With all our native music in the air, 
To watch the sun set with the eyes we love, 

And turn, and read our own heart's answer there 

N© more." Mbs. Hemans. 



Come nearer, loved one, for my gaze is dimming, 
Strange hovering shadows circle me around, 

And soft, sad voices to my ear are hymning 
Notes that have naught of earthliness of sound. 

The world is lovely, and fair hands are flinging 
Sweet thornless roses on my sunny way, 

And friends, kind friends, around me now are cling- 
ing 
With strong imploring, wooing me to stay. 

And thou — thou linked with every tender feeling. 
Thou sole enkindler of my vestal heart, 

I know the spell those grief-paled lips are sealing. 
Oh ! it is agony with thee to part ! 
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Where is thy strength ? my truest, where the power 
That finds its mightiness in man alone ? 

'Tis thou should'st gird me for this fear-fraught hour 
What ! hast no word of comforting, my own ? 

Ah I speak beloved ! though thy tones be broken 

As the faint music of a dying bird, 
I crave this one, this only parting token, 

Of the deep love thy fount-like heart.hath stirred. 

I know affection in thy bosom nestleth 

Fondly as young doves in their parent home, 

Yet with a terror the frail spirit wrestleth, 

And doubts, like phantoms, fearfully they come. 

Say, when this pulse hath ceased its wayward motion, 
And chill the brow thou wert so wont to twine, 

Wilt soon forget lanthe's wild devotion, 

And breathe thine ardor on another's shrine ? 

Nay, nay, forgive me, every doubt hath vanquished 
'Neath the reproving of thine earnest eyes. 
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All fear, all faithlessness is swiftly banished 
As the dark shadow from the sunbeam flies. 

But oh ! I would not that my mem'ry hovered 
O'er thy lone spirit like a mildew's blight, 

Those grief wounds must by time be gently covered. 
The clouds will brighten, ^''tis not always night." 

Thus must it be, nor would I wish to chide thee 
My heart is rended of its selfishness, 

I only pray that ever more beside thee 
I may have ministry thy path to bless. 

And Oh ! ye purified of yon bright Heaven, 
If these be yearnings of unholy love. 

Bid every thought from this dear theme be riven, 
And all regretfulness be lost above. 
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WHEN I AM GONE ! 



"Thus let me live, anseen, unknown, 
Thus unlamented let me die, 

Steal from the world, and not a Rtone 
Tell where I lie."— Popi 



Not " unlamented,^' oh ! I ne'er could die 
Content, if conscious of that doom — 

Let Friendship breathe her fragrant sigh 
Around my tomb. 

For this, with brow by study paled. 
And early old with wearing thought, 

I toil when midnight lamps have failed, 
One gem still sought ! 

To be remembered when the hand 
That traced, hath told its pulses o'er, 

And facshion for my native land 
One harpstring more ! 
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To liyC; e'en when this frail frame falls, 
Like flowers in spring-time's budding hour, 

And speak from 'neath the churchyard walls 
In music's power ; — 

This is the meed for which I toil 

In intellect's rich jewel mine, 
The rose upon my cheek despoil 

These wreaths to twine ! 

And yet no diadem of fame 

I crave, its tokens here to shed. 
Let me but bear the poet's name. 

When life hath sped. 

And let some friend, above my urn. 
In glowing accents speak my praise, 

And from my mouldering ashes turn 
To chant my lays. 

No mausoleum, carved by art. 

Nor sculptured verse, nor pictured stone ; — 
A tomb within affection's heart 

For me alone ! 



8 
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CLARIBEL. 

Ton the bell ! let the knell 

From the vale to the hill-top swell — 

Let it tell, ' 
Kising from grief's bitter well, 
Mourn they 'neath death's blow so fell, 

Claribel ! Claribel ! 

There they go ! tears a-flow 
Maids all in a mournful row, 
Bearing flowers scarce a-blow — 
They were like that form of snow. 
Like them too, she early fell, 
Claribel I Claribel ! 

Who is she with locks of white, 
Lips and hands compressed so tight. 
Faltering slow, with tear-blind sight, 
Groping in black sorrow's night. 
With the heart-core all a-blight ? 
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Know ye her ? ye know her well, 
"Mother" called her, Claribel ! 

Had yt e'er an only one, 
Be it daughter — ^be it son. 
Watched ye when that brow upon. 
Quivered last rays of life's sun. 
When th^ rill had ceased to run j 
And the web of hope ye spun. 

Snapped and fell ! 
Then ye know, and know full well 

Grief for the lost Claribel ! 

Gently, gently lay her down. 
Break the moss with age o'er brown. 
Where the darkening yew trees frown. 
Far from thunder>tread of town, 
Like a bird in downy nest. 
She will, ah! so peaceful rest! 
For the angel with her crown, 
Bid ye here no tomb to swell. 
She doth now with seraphs dwell. 

She, the lovely Claribel ! 
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See the mother, pale and bowed 
Tottering faintly through the crowd, 
On her forehead woe-marks ploughed, 
Hope lies buried in her shroud. 
Earth is but one sable cloud, 
Vain she whispers "it is well," 
Sobs there through her heart the knell 

"Oh! my loved, lost Claribell" 
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A LAY FOR THE LAZY. 

Ho ! ye who pine in gorgeous halls, 
With cheeks gone out of bloom, 

So sick of earth ye fain would find 
A Heaven in the tomb. 

Come, listen to a rhymster bold, 
Who would your ennui scare. 

And chase from off those drooping lids 
The novel-wakened tear. 

Break off that fiction's sickening thread, 
Kise bravely from your couch, 

And bind with tidy, graceful hands 
Those tresses all a-slouch. 

Now tie the gingham apron on. 
And raise some cheery tune. 

Mayhap we'll find some livelier work 
Than gazing at the moon I 
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As maids must shortly matrons be, 

Add to your housewife lore — 
More music in the frying pan 

Than the piano's roar ! 

I grant you seem Cecelia like, 

And may be called divine, 
But would your husband love you less 

To find your cooking fine ? 

You need not lose your dignity, 

Or gracefulness of air, 
For exercise will render you 

A thousand times more foir ! 

See there ! the roses flush your brow. 

And health is in their bloom, 
Well sings your humble sonneteer, 

The housewife and the broom. 
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FANNY FERN. 



** She rales like a wizard the realm of the heart, 
And can call up its sunshine or bring down its showers." 



Fve been turning o'er thy " Leaves/' Fanny, 
With a quickened pulse at heart, 

Now with smile upon my lip, Fanny, 
Now checking tears that start. 

Oh ! thank thee, thank thee, Fanny, 

For thy rare "portfolio's key," 
And the sparkling store of brilliants 

It hath yielded up to me ! 

The " little morning-glory," 

I can see her glad eyes flash, 
I am with her in her journeying, 

I hear that thund'ring crash. 

I mark the hoary grandsire now 
As he's watching for his pet, 
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And weep to hear that weary sound, 
" Is she coming ? no ! not yet ! " 

Fm beside the child, whose mother 
To her duty proved untrue) 

And shivering list his dying groan, 
" Ah ! Lizzie, where are you f " 



And I walk with thee when sunset dies. 

And dew the cypress steeps, 
And muse beside the humble bed 

Where " little Benny " sleeps. 

And the keen, satiric thong, Fanny, 
Thou cans't wield with graceful hand. 

And we smile e'en while we're lashed, Fanny, 
Such skill \^ in thy wand. 

Go on ! where'er oppression goads, 

Or cruel irons tear. 
Fling off the despot's robe of pride. 

We're with you, with you there ! 
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And the seeds of good you^re sowing now, 

Shall not be sown in vain, 
They'll blossom in an angel-crown 

With many a golden grain ! 

. I know thee not, fair Fanny, 
Yet art thou dear to me. 
For tones that from thy heart, upweli, 
Like wrecked gems from the sea. 

A thorn is in thy breast, gweet one, 

Thou hast suffered, e'en as I, 
And in thy wildest minstrelsy 

There's the floating of a sigh ! 

Yet thy life would e'en as a poem seem. 

Set to music's grandest chords. 
Save that the bloom from thy garden of thought 

Is too rich for this cold world of words ! 

But thou'st won thee a beautiful wreath of fame, 

And wherever true hearts burn. 
They'll throb at thy name -with a purer pulse, 

And a " God bless Fanny Fern." 
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JINGLING BELLS OF SONG. 

Jingle, jingle, tingle^ tingle, 

Go the music bells of song, 
On their lively rushing measure. 

Hear the spirits borne along — 
Jingle, jingle, tingle, tingle 

Oh ! ye. music bells of song. 

Ha I the fleet sleigh-runners skirr it. 

Swift as lightning o'er a cloud. 
Thro' the groves with snow-crowned turret. 

What a shining road they've ploughed, 
Jingle, jingle, tingle, tingle, 
* Voices keeping time aloud. 

Up the mountain, down the valley, 

All in one bewildering breath, 
On they rush in fearless sally, 

Scarcely heeding life or death — 
Such the mirthful, maddening jingle. 

As they wing it o'er the heath. 
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Look I the frost pearls ! how they sparkle^ 

Mirroring every little star, 
When the woods no longer darkle 

How they glitter from afer — 
Jingle, jingle, tingle, tingle, 

'Tis as some triumphal car. 

Brows are glowing, eyes are gleaming 
With the wild tumultuous flight, 

Are we 'wake or are we dreaming ? 
Bannered by the full moon's light — 

Bells a-jingle, cheeks a-tingle. 
Kissed by Boreas' cold lips white. 

How they envy those fleet sledges. 
Those who sit beside the hearth, 

With the cosy love-light making 
Blazing bonfires of their earth. 
^ Still they say as comes the jingle 

" In a moonlight ride there's mirth." 

Thus thy daughters. Oh ! Errato, 
Envied for their gems of song, 
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Thro' the snowy wastes of being 
Skirr with diamond flash along — 

Jinglo; jingle^ tingle, tingle, 
Gto their lively bells of song. 

But the gentle bosom firozen 

By misfortune's icy blast, 
When Death seizing on life's bridle. 

Bids the bright career be past. 
Shrinks not from the hand of hushing 

Chaining those sweet tinklers fast. 
With a joy their rapt soul's gushing 

Found are reft and love at last ! 

Jingle, jingle, tingle, tingle, 

Never more those silver bells. 
But the purer breast in heaven, 

To a sweeter music swells I 
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THE CHAPEL THAT STOOD ON THE 
HILL. 

Oh I don't you remember the Chapel? Ben Bolt^ 

The chapel that stood on the hill, 
With the grandsires so holy and saint-like all, 

And the youngsters so reverent and still? 

The churches are all in the Gothic style now 

With pulpits some call a la Greque; 
But the chapel we knelt in was built of oak logs 

In a style that was simple and meek. 

We needed no hell in those times, Ben Bolt, 

To tell us the hour of prayer, 
For the chimes in our hearts were the summons 
devout 

For those who were worshipping there. 

We dreamed not of seats that were cushioned and 
closed, 
The poor and the rich sat beside, 
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And the' we/d no organ, our souls with the hymn 
Floated up on a heavenly tide I 

And don't you remember the preacher? Ben Bolt, 

The preacher so aged and blind,' 
With his tones of deep pathos, and lover-like words 

That melted and glowed thro' the mind. 

They tell me they laid him to sleep long ago. 

With labor and age wrestled down, 
And I know just as sure as there 're angels above 

He's one of them now, with his crown ! 

I've been to the chapel once more, Ben Bolt 

And my soul at the sight grew sad. 
For the house is tottering in ruins now 

Where we prayed so oft when a lad. 

There's many an added stone, dear Ben, 

To the little burial ground. 
And the high-browed youth, and the blue-eyed maid 

With the death- smit flowers are found. 
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And those who are left, oh I their foreheads, Ben 
Are furrowed by iime's rude plough, 

While the choir that sung so sweetly there 
Are singing in Heaven now ! 

Our hearts are growing weak, old man, 

And dry as the sun-scorched rill, 
So we'll render thanks while we've strength, dear 
Ben, 

For the chapel on the hill. 

And still, while those memories so dear remain. 
Of the ancient, the wise, and the good ; 

With a warmer devotion than earth's proudest fane, 
We will cherish the spot where it stood. 
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ANOTHER LESS TO LOVE ME. 

Another less to love me ! another less to greet, 

The little sickly maiden with the words of soothing 
sweet ; 

Ah I the pleasant tones I yearn for — will they fall, 
oh! nevermore, 

On the bruised and fainting spirit that is sickened 
to the core; 

Will the clasping hand, so tender, never twine again 
with mine. 

And the starlight of his eyes upon my bosom's mid- 
night shine. 

I sit beside the window, watching drearily the street, 
There's a step upon the stair-case like the sounding 

of his feet — 
I start with straining glances bent upon the open 

door, — 
Why should my heart beat quicker when he never 

cometh more ? 
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The world's tide floweth gayly where thy vessel 

sunk beneath, 
And they scarcely miss the flower that hath fallen 

from life's wreath ; 
But I gaze upon the ocean where thy gallant bark 

went down, 
And I miss the crowning flower from friendship's 

radiant crown. 

Thou wert not young nor lovely, no ! they smiled 

and called thee old, 
But I saw beneath the surface dwelt there mines of 

purest gold, 
And when fashion's gilded butterflies came round me 

with their gloss, 
I turned more clinging to thee, for to love thee less 

were loss ! 

The few pale flowers I'm twining, they are all to give 

him now. 
Who all the while was heaping wreaths of joy upon 

my brow; 
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I can but do this little to repay thy ceaseless love, 
Yet for more my heart is pining — Oh ! thou [purer 
friend above. 

They tell me thou art happy, and I do believe thou 
art, 

Thou wert so mucb above the many met in life's 
cold mart. 

Thou whose presence gave me sunshine, oh ! it can- 
not be all dark, 

Then but whisper on death's^ voyage, thou art safe 
vrithin the ark. 

Too precious were the jewels of thy spirit to be lost, 
Tho' on passion's surges they might oftentimes be 

tost; 
A mother in yon heaven prayed witb tears upon thy 

head. 
And a Saviour on Mount Calvary, tears of blood for 

thee did shed ! 

Farewell ! I may be blither yet, tbe bird again may 
sing, 
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And may warble gladsome carols^ tho' she bears a 

broken wing; 
But the heart will falter wearied, tho' the lips may 

tremble not, 
For from off its inmost pages time may never wipe 

the blot, 
I cannot lay thee in the dust, and be so gay as e'er, 
My soul goes wailing evermore that I must see thee 

ne'er. 
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POWEKS' STATUE OF THE GREEK 
SLAVE. 

See ! among the rough, rude rabble, in the jostling 

market place, 
Stately stands a gentle maiden with an earnest, 

speaking fape, 
Back from oflF her lofty forehead float the burnished 

waves of hair, 
And she reigns the queen of beauty in the midst of 
' her despair. 

There's a heart within that bosom, thro' the shell 

work of its cell 
We can see the gentler passions, mirrored as within 

a well. 
We can see the warm emotions, pure and womanly 

and true, 
And we feel our pulses melting with the tenderest 

pity's dew. 
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Gazing in those eyes of splendor, dimless windows 

of the soul, 
What a painful panorama, comes the fancy to unroll, 
Grief the artist at»the picture, with his pencil black 

as night. 
Rudely dashing from the canvas, every glimmering 

of light. 

See ! the vision gathers round her and the mournful 

thick'ning haze 
Dims those orbs so lately seeming, as if quenchless 

in their blaze ; 
Dreams she now of one forbidden evermore to call 

her wife, 
He* the youth who loved the maiden, as man loves 

but once in life ; 
He who toiled thro' melting summer, and the snows 

of winter time. 
Soul in each wild bend of sinew, and her name in 

every rhyme. 
Ditties set to hope's glad music, ever trembling on 

his tongue, 
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And the image of liis Zaire blest the very hymns he 
sung ! 



She is dreaming of the cottage, nestled far in Tempe's 

glen, 
Reared for her to reign as mistress, will she see it 

e'er again ? 
Pointing to the simple structure with an honest glow 

of pride 
He had murmured " here beloved shall our peaceful 

moments glide ;" 
But, alas ! her sire's bosom, all with av'rice mossed 

and brown, 
Cared not that their hearts together, with each throb- 
bing pulse had grown, 
Like a beast of burden valued, must his lovely child 

be sold. 
Yielding to the tempting offer, of the broadest lands 

and gold. 

Sway awhile the crowding bidders, in contention 
for the prize, 
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Of her dimpled limbs discoursing, criticising hait 

and eyes 
Till at length exultant partings the dense concourse 

like a wave, 
One with brutal sensual visage, bounds to claim her 

as his slave ; 
Now she wakens from her dreaming, and her figure 

lithe and small, 
Seems as if it were dilating to a statue cold tind tall, 
And the lips whose crimson rose-buds, only 'purest 

lips have kissed, 
Pale their tints and grow as rigid as the fetters at 

her wrist ! 

Can they give her to such brutehood ? Will they 

bind her as hU slave ? 
God I in mercy rather wed her to an early, cheerless 

grave, 
Where her own young vines in blooming, weaving 

jewels o'er her breast, 
May but tell in fragrant whispers of the innocent at 

rest. 
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Ah ! one look of wild regretting, then outfading 
from those eyes, 

Goes the light that shone so radiant, like a star from 
out the skies ; 

Pride, despair, and fearful hatred, freeze through 
every tender vein. 

And the holy love of woman she will never know 
again ! 

Tearing from her bosom's casket, every gem that 
decks her past. 

The rich argosy so sparkling, in oblivion's sea is cast. 

Not a tear comes bubbling upward, raining o'er the 
grave of love, 

Though the very angels weep them, as they're bend- 
ing from above ; 

Not a passing shade of anguish from that counte- 
nance* had spoke. 

And you'd never dream those heart strings, had that 
instant snapt and broke ! 

Oh I thou glorious land of Grecia with thy firmament 
be-starred. 
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With the constellated memories of the poet, sage, 

and bard ; 
!Blot^ Oh ! blot this crimson shame spot from amid 

thy classic fanes. 
Strike from manhood's soul the fetters, and from 

woman's limbs the chains, 
Bend no more above the shrouded form of freedom 

strengthless there, 
And believe thou still. had flourshed, had'st thou 

known the Just One's fear; 
Kise ! and fan the spark of glory that thy dying 

pulse still keeps, 
Rise I and cry with him of Nazareth " She is not 

dead, but sleeps !'' 



And thou gifted poet-sculptor, thou hast roved amid 
her scenes, 

With an eye a-search of beauty, which the artist- 
spirit gleans, 

Thou East walked within her borders, in a calm 
delicious dream, 
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Quaffing founts of inspiration from its pure unsullied 

stream^ 
Till from all the blooms transplanted in the garden of 

thy thought; 
This fame crown-wreath for thy forehead was most 

beautifully wrought, 
Gentle lips have breathed thy praises; — fall from 

lips of sterner mould, 
Words of such high commendation as we value more 

than gold. 
In the nation's grateful bosom thou art lovingly en- 
shrined. 
And the heart we cJSan but give thee, for the jewel of 

thy mind. 
Be thou blest upon thy mission of embodying the 

feir, 
That blooms for thee in nature — on the canvas^ — 

everywhere — 
Keep thy poet-soul unsullied, aB the skies above thee 

now, 

And to thine native land again bring back the game 

fair brow ! 
9 
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We love thee, glorious Grecia ! for thy sweetly 

thrilling song, 
Thoughts of lyre, and pen and falchion we have 

treasured e'er so long, 
Our hearts have turned towards thee with a wild 

romantic gush 
And a bright orb thou art shining where the skies of 

mem'ry flush, 
But most fondly we remember, when we think^upon 

thy fame, 
How our young, grand poet-sculptor, is enwoven with 

thy name I 
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APRIL PROMISES. 

You i^y I promised solemnly 
My hand should be your own, 

When first 'neath yester e'en's young moon 
You whispered in love's tone ; 

I wonder if I really did ? 

Hum ! yes, 'tis like a dream, 
The dim remembrance of some words 

That haply thus might seem. 

But was it not of dunce's month 

Inauguration day ? 
And if I gave you then the "yes/' 

Forgive me now the "nay V 

Pray don't compare my woman's heart 
To fioklest flowers that blow, — 

One may be foolish once a year, 
T'was 4pril then, you know I 



196 FOROET-ME-NOTS. 



MARY. 

Young winsome mortal, light and ga^, 

With a soft footstep like a fay, 

And brow whereon the sunbeams play, 

Dear Mary. 

Thy twin-rose lips that ever smile 
With love, bloom ruddy all the while, 
Their music might a saint beguile. 

My Mary I 

Thy ringlets, rippling like a lake 
Where Cupids do their voyage make — 
Oh I bind them for sweet pit/s sake. 

Fair Mary I 

Too witching is their graceful flow 
A-down thy neck of stainless snow, 
Too fair thy cheeky like sunset's glow, 

My Mary I 
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List ! 'tis love's pleasant gondolier, 
With tones to woo a maiden's ear. 
And life's dull sail to sooth^and cheer, 

Ah! Mary I 

A-down the cheery tide thou' It start, 

In the gondola of his heart 

And thou and love no more shalt part. 

Dear Mary I 

But when earth-planets most*do guide, 
Affeetion, hope, and joy and pride, 
Wait, angels, ever at thy side, 

Sweet Mary^! 

Bethink thee of a light afar, 

Where clouds shade not, nor blight doth mar, 

Eaise thou thine eye to that fair star, 

'Tis Heaven's, Mary ! 
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TO THEE. 

Thoa wert not tiie ideal my fancy had painted, 
Wlien first my young heart-strings affection had 
swept, 

Nor didst thou resemble him, nameless, tho' sainted, 
Whose fate my full spirit so fondly hath wept. 

I have oft inet with forms to the eye more enchant* 

And glances more brilliant and dazzling and bright. 
But a tint of the picture was still ever wanting. 
That feeling had yisioned in tablets of light. 

They tell me thou'rt false, and devoid of all feeling, 
Of manly devotion to honor and truth, 

And base as the viper, hope's roses o'er-stealing, 
A blight in his path, and destruction and ruth. 

The slander is proofless ! I turn with suspicion, 
From lips that in calumny passion hath steeped, 
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Nor marvel that conscience, 'neath hatred's tuition, 
The loftiest boundary of truth overleaped. 

I saw thee ! thy presence revived the pale flower 
Of love, that lay bleeding, its blossoms all dead ; 

And my mind's wasted garden, renewed in its power, 
Gave forth its rich odors 'neath Cupid's soft tread J 

T'were vain to describe the deep earnest emotion. 
That shot thro' my breast its -electrical thrill, 

A new star arose on my life's fitful ocean. 

And steered my heart's bark with its magnet-like 
skill ! 

There are flatterers around me with honeyed words 
wooing 

This heart, that as falcon they deem to be free. 
But their praise is unvalued, my sickened soul's suing 

For one, only one, tender token from thee ! 

Thou dream'st not the secret so tenderly cherished, 
Like the nightingale, fabled in groves of the east. 
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I'll hide tlie deep thorn till this frail frame is perished 
And die with the secret locked up in my breast. 

Farewell ! fare-thee-well ! ah, if parted forever, 
Estrangement and absence strive vainly with me 

The sad, but sweet links of affection to sever, 

And rive my fond pulse of its throbbings for thee. 



ISA, BEL, AND BELLA. 

Of all the pleasant maids afloat, 

Adown life's foaming river. 
Of all the fays that ever aimed 

A dart from Cupid's quiver, 
I never knew a fairer one, 

So blithesome, gay, and busy. 
As she, the burden of my song. 

The littje sylph-like Isa ! 
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Oh ! Isa, Bel, and Bella dear, 
- Be kind, you little kitten. 
And Hymen grant when lovers sue. 
You give not all the "mitten." 

Your cheeks are like the cherry ripe, 
Your eyes like moonlight mellow, 

And when you smile, e'en cynics love 
The merry little Bella. 

The smitten swain may sing the praise 

Of Rose, or Grace, or Lizzie, 
But if you would a boon bestow. 

Just give me little Isa. 

Her mirth can soothe the darkest dlEiy, 

And life's hard sur&ce mellow, 
And when there's sunshine nowhere else, 

We'll find it in blithe Bella ! 



9* 
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SONNETS FOR, ALBUMS. 
I. 

They bring thee gems from jewel mines^ 
Pearls from Parnassian fountain^ 

And flowers be-dropped with silrery spray, 
From Helicon's high mountain. 

But I — alas ! I have no gifk 

To sparkle mid these pages, 
No diamond to be dropped among 

These gems from Bards and Sages. 

Yet ah ! thou hast a kindly heart 
That would not crush a flower, 

Tho' neither beauty nor perftime, 
Were that poor blossom's dower I 

So let me And some modest nook 
Where but thine eye may spy me, 

And little care I, lady fair, 
Tho' all the world pass by me.^ 



FORGET-ME-NOTS. 203 

II 
1 call thee friend, tho' I not oft have met thee, 

Nay ! may not ever meet on earth again, 
But in my mind the artist Mem'ry, set thee, 

In hues seemed destined never more to wane. 
For strange, sweet sympathy thou didst awaken, 

When first my glances met thy pensive eye, 
I knew thy soul by sorrow overtaken. 

And grief had lowered o'er thy goldee sky. 

Bear up brave one ! be valiant, gentle creature ! 

Yet shall life's goblet to thy lip be sweet — 
Within the draught is mirrored hope's bright feature, 

And faith that stronger makes the heart-pulse beat. 
Oh ! the sweet peace ! the holy calm of feeling, 

That with religion steals upon the soiri. 
Oh ! the rich streams, that on their waves of healing 

Their pearls of joy within the bosom roll ! 

Farewell, dear lady, take this simple token, 
Of a warm heart-thought, to thy gentle breast, 

And should my life-harp ere thine own be broken. 
Thou wilt think kindly of the soul at rest I 
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MAKCH. 

I love thee not thou stormy month, 

Pet season of rude Boreas ; 
Although thou art tlie trumpeter 

Of days with sunshine glorious. 

Alas ! thou bleak and callous Marcli — 
The death-march thou of many — 

You've stolen from my heart's parterre 
The fairest flower of any. 

We marked the canker at the rose, 
And fain would stay its drooping, 

In vain the dank dew of disease 
Its gentle head was stooping. 

We bore her to a sunnier clime, 
Where blooms the fig in winter. 

So wbite, so fair, the artist's brush, 
A dying saint might paint her. 
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But oh ! what rills of pleasure sprung 

Within our arid bosom, 
When kindling grew that faded cheek 

'Neath Malta's air so woosome ! 

And when that lip assumed a smile. 

As it was wont to wear it, 
To Him that heals we offered up 

Our holocaust of spirit. 

And oh ! that manly,' earnest one, 

Who round her e'er did hover, 
We read in his exultant glance, 

''Our darling will recover." 

But ah ! deceptions tokens all — 
Our love e'en then wlis dying, * 

And so she kissed good-bye to earth, 
Whilst stormy March was sighing. 

And we must weep, tho' she is housed 

Where tempest bloweth never, 
Where dwellers say not " I am sick," 

And tears are wiped forever ! 
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LINES 

SUGGESTED UPON HEARING A SERMON BY THE 
REV. S. P. HILL, 

From the text "Be not Afbaid; only Beuevb." 

With brow untouched by mortal's kiss, 

Tho' angels bent caressing, 
Wandered the meek, lone man of griefs, 

Whose every step brought blessing : 
Around him prest a varied throng, 

To touch the healing finger. 
Or listen to such wondrous words 

As thro' the heart-chords linger. 

Then pressing thro' the crowd that surged, 

Like troubled waves of water, 
A father calls in urgent haste, 

"Come down and heal my daughter! " 
E'en while he speaks the servants come, 

With footsteps nearing faster ; 
^^ Eabbi, thy daughter Ueth dead ! 

Why troublest thou the Master T* 
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Ah ! well might anguish seize his breast — 

His latest hope was o'er ; 
Those golden curls, those laughing eyes, 

Should glad his home no more* 
E'en mid her dire disease it seemed, 

As half to sooth his anguish, 
To sit beside his darling's couch. 

And watch her gently languish. 

Her every lisp to Ms kind ear 

Was melody, tho' moom^il ; 
And oft he saw the fancied rose 

Upon her cheek so wanful. 
But she was gone ! his cherished bud — 

Tears dimmed faith's eye from seeing, 
And grim despair sat gnawing at ; 

The very roots of being. 

Then midst the wildest gush of grief 

The parent's breast upheaving, 
Steals like a spell from Heaven to earth, 

" Fear not ! be but believing 1 " 



208 FOBGEI-MB-KOTS. 

The wail above the funeral pall, 
Sank into gentier moaning. 

As ran the whi^r thro' the throng, 
" The man of God is coming." 

Then entered in the holy one — 

'' Be silent thon who weepeth, 
Be of good cheer ! why mourn ye thus ? 

She is not dead but sleepeth ! " 
Not dead ? they show the pallid corpse, 

Its burial time abiding ; 
The folded lids, the blue eyes hid 

Like snow-banks violets hiding — 

Tet o'er her cheek a faint flush stole 

When life's rich heart-core bursted; 
And seemed she mid her snowy shroud 

A pink-rose frost encrusted I 
Ah ! who shall speak the melting words 

Those icy lips unsealing, 
Brostoring to that harp of sound 

Its broken chords of feeling ? 
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Omnipotent ! Thy powerful tones 

O'er Death's cold desolation — 
'^ Damsel, I say to thee, arise ! " — 

Brought life and consolation. 
Oh ! when the leaves from Hope's bouquet, 

The withered stems were leaving, 
What spell gave back their bloom anew ? 

"Fear not, be but believing V 

Amid the black midnight of griefs, 

When moon and stars were shrouded, 
That spell gave forth the blazing torch 

Whose light can ne'er be clouded. 
Oh ! go with me thro' life I pray 

Ye blessed words of cheering, 
And earth shall wear to me the hue 

Yon heavens above are wearing. 

And when thro' death's baptismal waves 

I plunge, with bospm heaving, 
Once more, my Saviour, breathe the cry 

" Fear not ! be but believing I " 
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STANZAS. 

They say my head is stately. 
Because Fve won a name, 

And think my brow grown loftier 
Since it was crowned with &me. 

But pride swells not my bosom — 
'Tis sadness makes me cold, 

For grief is at the spirit's pulse 
And on its lip is mould ! 

I hear the Envying whisper, 
As, mingling in the throng, 

I float among the dancers. 
Or trill some merry song. 

Why wiU they call me happy f 
Alas ! they do not deem. 

That all life's lovely real 
Is but to me a dream. 
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They cannot pierce the curtain. 

And hence may never know 
With what a rill of burning tears, 

This heart's still fountains flow. 

In vain these gifts of fortune 3 — 

There still remains the blight ; 
Nor all this world's wreathed sunshine, ' 

Gould be to me that light I 

Oh I take this crown of laurel — 

'Tis blistering on my brow, 
And take this gift of glory, 

'Tis anguish to me now I 

Had he but lived to share it, 

I'd wear it now with pride. 
But what is fame or glory 

When parted from his side ? 

He cannot smile approval, 

The praises of the wise — 
I'd give them all for, dearest. 

One look from those dim eyes ! 
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Go ! leaTe me to mj sorrow, 
I would not cloud your cheer; 

m striye upon the morrow 
To be as blithe as e'er ! 



THE END. 
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